a — 2 * 
| : r Bus. wy | ens 
j ; x : | | | 
LD. HERIDAN. . 
f : : : 5 | > L ; J 
5 | F 5 Praha, ges . 1793 by en Jones WOE Dame Street Dublin. 


a — 2 * 
| : r Bus. wy | ens 
j ; x : | | | 
LD. HERIDAN. . 
f : : : 5 | > L ; J 
5 | F 5 Praha, ges . 1793 by en Jones WOE Dame Street Dublin. 


| THE SCHOOL FOR 


. 2 | * 
- . 
Oo * 


FOR WILLIAM JONES, No. 86, DAME- STREET. 


„ 


7 0 N #8 


7 fe 


* 


a . 3 LOA I 
8 1 . 
0 * t . 22 ' 4 n 
by - <p L - * 44 


- 
. 


„ . 4 4. * WO $4 C 4 
* n WWW EET * c 
R ge” Foe | » HCI APR” r „ R 
_ ” \ ” * Av + 1 
9 24 1 8 e 5 * 
oa. . 


4 


* * o C 
I e a . re 
4 3 4 - 
be 


N 


PRINTED BY JOHN CHAMBERS, 


1795» 


4 


oY 


WY 
_ erer 


— 
5 
G 
* 3 
7 
| 6 
* 
| 4 
5 Ae 
wy; 
4x 4 
q . : 2 
. 3 
4 . 
ns ; 4 
$i 4 
A 
— 
bd | 
4 
Po? 
in, * 
IT 
| 4 
7 
: 
4 
4 
* 25 | 
* 
4 
42 
WY 
* 
4 
. 
of 
| \ 
» 
f 
A 3 — * 
4 f 
s A 
ih 
I 
: 
* 
8 
— 
. 
| jp 
. 
— 
— are 2 2 2 9 * | | 


SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
4 


COMEDY. | 


lhe. 


BY R. B. SHERIDAN, £89. 


——C 
| Cc 


* 


ADAPTED ron „ 
THEATRICAL REPRESENTATION, 


"> hP 


AS PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRE- ROYAL, 
DRURY-LANE. 


REGULATED FROM THE PROMPT-BOOK« 


„ By Permiſſion of the Managers. 


—— — — 


<< The Lines diflinguiſhed by inverted Commas, are omitted in the Repreſentation.” | 


' DUBLIN : - 
PRINTED BY WILLIAM PORTER, _ | 
FOR WILLIAM JONES, NO. 86, DAME-STREET. 


M DCC XCII, 


* 
* 
5 
* 
* 
— 
„ 
* 
* 
* 
2 
*% 
» 
>>, 
& . 
* 
0 
* 


0 
— 


F „ 


WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK, 


SPOKEN BY MR. kIx G. 
— —__— | 


. 


A School for Scandal ! tell me, I beſetch you, 
| Needs there a: ſchool this modiſb art to teach you ? 
No need of leſſons now—the knowing think | 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink, 
Caus'd by @ dearth of Scandal, ſhould the vapours 
Diftreſs our fair ones—let them read the papers 
Their power ful mixtures ſuch diſorders hit, 
Crave <vhat they will, there's quantum ſufficit. 
& Lord!” cries my 195 Wormwood, (<vho loves 
 tattle, 
And puts much ſalt and peppers in her prattle) ) 
Fuſt ris*n at noon, all night at cards when thre ing 
Strong tea and ſcandal —bleſs me, how refreſhing ! 
Give me the papers, Liſb—how: bold and free | (ps) - 
% Laſt night Lord L. (ſips) was caught with Lady ( 
D. 99 
For aching heads, what Ad ſalvolatile!— (8ps) 
« If Mrs. B. will flill continue flirting, 
Ihe hope ſhell draw or we'll undraw the curtain.” 


Fine ſatire, poz—in public all abuſe it; | 
But, by ourſelves —(fſips) our praiſe we can't refuſe it. 
Now, Liſp, read you—there at that daſh and flar— ; 


Zet, Ma am“ A certain Lord had beſt beware, ' 
« Who lives not twenty miles from Groſfvenor-ſquare : 
; A 2 


iv PROLOGUE. 


'« For ſbould he Lady W— find willing— © 


% Wormwood is bitter. —0h ! that's me—the villain ! 


"Throw it behind the fire, and never more 


Let that vile paper come within my door. | 
Thur at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart ; 
To reach our feelings, aue aurſelves myſt ſmart. 


It our yeung bard ſo young —to think that be 


Gan flop the full ſpring tide of calumny ? 
Knows he the worldyfſo little, and its trade? — © 
Alas ! . the devil's. ſooner rais'd. than laid. 5 

So Arong rs ſo ſwift ile monſter, there's no gagging: 
Cut Scandal t head gf —ftill the tongue is wagging. 
Proud o your ſmiles, once lawiſbly hefloww'd, 

Again our young Don Quixoie takes the road ; 

To ſhew his gratitude-—he draws his pen, 

And ſeeks the. hydras..candal, in its den; 


From lis fel gripe the frighted fair to ſave, = © 
To he ſhould fall—th' attempt muſt pleaſe the brave. 
For your applauſe, all perils. he would thre — [ 


Hel fight—that's write—a cavalier ſo true, 


Till ev'ry drop Cheech F e [Js for you. 
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CnanrLtEs SURFACE, -  - _- Mr. Smith. 
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Tus paragraphs, you lay, Mr. b were al. 


inſerted. 
Snake. They were, Madam; and as I copied 


them myſelf i in a feigned hand, there can be no tak | 


picion from whence they came. 


L. Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady | 


Brittle's intrigue with Captain Boaſtall ? 
Snake. That's in as fine a train as your Lady-' 


ſhip, could wiſh. 3 n the common. N o& things, 


"PP" 
p * 
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I think it muſt reach Mrs. Clacket's ears within 
twenty-four hours, and then the bulineſs, on know, 
is as good as done. 

I. Sneer. Why) yes, 1 3 hs talents, 
and a great deal of induſtry. | 4 

Snale. True, Madam, and has been tolerably 
ſucceſsful in her days; to my knowledge ſhe has 
been the cauſe of ſix matches being broken off, and 
three ſons diſinherited; of four forced elopements, 
as many eloſe confinements, nine ſeparate mainte- 
nances, and two divorces ;—nay, I have more than 
once traced her cauſing a ttte-a-tite in the Town 
and Country Magazine, when the parties never ſaw 


one another before in the whole courſe of their lives. 


ZL. Sneer. Why res, ſhe has Ds but her 
manner is too. groſs... 

* Snake, True, Madam; be . a Sos tongue, 
and a bold invention; but then, her colouring is 
too dark, and the outlines rather too extravagant: 
the wants that delicacy of hint, and mellowneſs of 
ſneer, which diſtinguiſhes your ladyſhip's ſcandal. 

L. Sneer. You are partial, Snake. 
». Snake. Not i in the leaſt ; every body will allow. 
that Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or 
look, than many others with the moſt laboured de- 
tail, even though they accidentally happen to have 
a little truth on their ſide to ſupport it. 

Z. Sneer. Yes, my dear Snake, and Þ ll not 
deny the pleaſure. I feel at the ſucceſs of my ſchemes ; 
(both riſes } wounded myfelf, in the early part of 


my life, by the envenomed tongue of flander, I 


confeſs nothing can give me greater ſatisfaQtion, 
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khan reducing others to the level of my own injured 
3 | 
' Snake, True, 1 but there is- one affair, 
in which you have lately employed me, wherein, \F 
eonfeſs, T am at a loſs to gueſs at your motives. - 
L. Sneer. I preſume you mean with regard to 
my friend Sir Peter Teaale, and his family. 
Snake, I do—here are two young men, to whom 
Sir Peter has acted as guardian fince their father's 
death—the eldeſt poſſeſſmg the moſt amiable cha- 
racter, and univerſally well ſpoken of; the young - 
eſt the moſt diſſipated, wild, extravagant young fel- 
low in the world—the former an avowed: admirer of 
your ladyſhip, and apparently your favourite; the 
latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, and 
confeſſedly admired by her: Now, on the face of 
theſe circumſtances, it is utterly unaccountable to 
me, why you, the widow of a city knight, with a 
large fortune, ſhould not immediately cloſe with the 
paſſion of a man of ſuch character and expectation 
as Mr. Surface; and more ſo, why you are: ſo un- 
commonly earneſt to deſtroy the mutual attachment 
ſubſiſting between his brother Charles and Maria. 
IL. Suter. Then at once, to unravel this myſ- 
tery, I, muſt inform you, that love has no ſhare 
whatever in the intereourſe between Mr. Surſnee 
and me. | 
Snake. No !— | | n 
L. Sneer. No! his real views are to Maria, or 
her fortune, while in his brother he finds a favour- 
ed rival; he is therefore obliged to maſk his rea] 1 in- 
tentions, and profit by my aſſiſtance. 
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Snake. Yet ſtill I am more puzzled why you 
ſhould intereſt yourſelf for his ſucceſs. 


L. Sneer. Heavens! how dull you are! Can't 
you ſurmiſe a weakneſs I have hitherto, through 
ſhame, concealed even from you ? Muſt I confeſs 
it that Charles, that profligate, that libertine, that 
bankrupt in fortune and reputation, that he it is 
for whom I am thus anxious and malicious; and to 
gain whom I would ſacrifice every thing. 


. Snake. Now, indeed, your conduct appears con- 
sent but pray, how came you and Mr. Surface 
fo confidential? | 

IL. Sneer. For our e tens he pretends 
to, and recommends fentiment and liberality; but I 
know him to be artful, cloſe and malicious. In 
ſhort, a ſentimental knave; while with Sir Peter, 
and indeed with moſt of his acquaintance, he paſſes 
for a youthful miracle of virtue, "_ ſenſe, ws be- 
ne volence. k 

Snale. Yes, I . Sir Dee vows he has not 
| bly fellow in England, and has ele him as a man 
bf character and ſentiment. | 
en Ves; and ub the appearance of be- 
ing ſentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour 
his addreſſes to Maria, while poor Charles has no 
friend in the houſe, though 1 fear he has a power- 


ful one in Maria's heart, againſt whom we muſt 


direct o our . 


1 ; 19 5 * 


| Ener Sravanr. | 
| 2 Mr. Surfaces Madam, 
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I. Sneer. Shew him up ¶ Exit Servant )—he 
generally calls about this hour—I don't wonder at 
people's giving him to me for a lover. | 


Enter Joszys e 


Je. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to Tot 
Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient. 

T. Sneer. Snake has juſt been rallying me upon 
our attachment, but I have told him our real 
views; I need not tell you how uſeful he has been 
to us, and believe me, our confidence has not been 
ill- placed. | 

e,. Oh, Madam, tis impoſſible for me to ſale 

pect a man of Mr. Snake's merit and n 
ments. 

I. Sneer. Oh, no compliments; but tell me 
when you ſaw Maria, or what's more material to us, 
your brother. 

Foſ. I have not ſeen either ſince I left you; 3 
but I can tell you they never met. Some of your 
ſtories have had a good effect in that quarter. 

L. Sneer. The merit of this, my dear Snake, 
belongs to you; but do your brother's diftreſſes i in- 
ereaſe? ; 

F,. Every 28 am told he had che ex · 
ecution in his houſe yeſterday—in ſhort, his diſſi- 
pation and extravagance exceeds ** thing I N 
heard. | 

L. Sneer. Poor Charles! 

Je. Aye, poor Charles indeed! vorvichltand- 15 
ing his extravagance one cannot * pitying bin; 


% 
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t wilh it was in my power to be of any eſſential ſer- 

vice to him; for the man who does not feel for the 

_ diſtreſſes of a brother, even though merited * his 

own miſconduct, deſerves to be— | 

I. Sneer. Now you are going to be moral and 
forget you are among friends, 

5%. Gad, ſo I was, ha! ha —1˙¹ keep that 
ſentiment till I ſee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however it 
would certainly be a generous act in you to reſcue 
Maria from ſuch a libertine, who, if he is to be 
_ reclaimed at all, can only be fo by a perſon of your 
_ ſuperior accompliſhments and underſtanding. 
| Snake. 1 believe Lady Sneerwell, here's com- 
pany coming; I'll go and copy the letter I men- 
tioned to your ladyſhip. Mr. Surface your moſt 
obedient. [Exit Snake. 

— Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient. I won- 
der, Lady Sneerwell, you would 285 07 conf- 
dence 1 in that fellow. a 

L. Sneer. Why ſo? 

Po. 1 have diſcovered he has of late had SAT 
conferences with old Rowley, who was formerly my 
| father” 0 ſteward; he has . yo know, been a. 

friend of mine. * 

L. Sneer. And do you think he would bed us? 

J. Not unlikely; and take my word for it, 
Lady Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue 8 

to be ä to his own- villanies. | 


4 


Enter Man 1A. 


2 A . oy Ah, Maris, my dear, how do voa 
do — What's the n Wy” 2 SUP 46. 
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Naria. Nothing, Madam, only this odious lover 
of mine, Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle 
Crabtree, juſt called in at my guardian's, but I took 
the firſt opportunity to ſlip out, and run away to 
your ladyſhip. | 

L. Sneer, Is that all? | 

= fc Had my brother Charles been. of the party 
you would not have been ſo much alarmed. 

L. Sneer. Nay, now you are too ſevere; for I 
dare ſay the truth of the matter is, Maria heard you 
was here, and therefore came.—Put pray, Maria, 
what particular objection have you to Sir Benjamin 
that you avord him ſo? 

Maria. Oh, Madam, he has done ak but 
bi whole converſation is a ee libel . all 
his acquaintance. 

Foſ. Yes, and the worſt of it is, 1 is no ad- 
vantage in not knowing him, for he would abuſe a 
ſtranger as ſoon as his * friend, and his uncle is 
as bad. : | 
Maria. For my own "ure! I own wit loſes its 
reſpe& with me, when 1 ſee it in company with 
malice ;—what think you, Mr. Surface? | 

of. To be ſure, Madam—to ſmile at a jeſt that 
plants a thorn in the breaſt of another, i 1s to become 
a principal in the miſchief. 

L. Sneer. Plha—there is no  poſbbility of being 
witty without a little ill-oature ; the malie in a 


rt, good thing is the barb that makes it ſtick.— What 


1s your, real | opinion, | Mr. Surface: * 4 


| | 92 | 
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. Fol. Why, my opinion is, that where the ſpirit 
of raillery is eee the eee muſt be 
naturally inſipic. 
Maria. Well, 1 will not argue wy far . 
may be allowed, but in- a man, I am ſure it is de- 
ſpiſable.— We have pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a 
- thouſand motives to depreciate each other; but the 
male flanderer, muſt have the cowardice of a wo- 
man, before he can traduce one. | 


Enter 1 


Serv. Mrs. Candour, Madam, if you are at lei- 
ſure, will leave her carriage. 
I.. Sneer. Deſire her to walk up (Exit Servant.) 
Now, Maria, here's a character to your taſte; 
though Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, yet every 
body allows ſhe is the beſt natured ſort of woman in 
r 
Maria. <p hs very Naa * of 
ale nature, ſhe does more miſchief, than the di- 
rect malice of old Crabtree. 
„J, Faith it's very, true; and whenever 1 hear 
the current of abuſe running hard againſt the cha- 
racers of my beſt friends, I never think them in 
ſuch danger, as when Candour N their de- 


fence. a 


— Ser, Huſh! buſh ! 4 here ſhe i is, 


awd * Enter Mrs. an: 


g 72 1 Oh! my dear Lady n ; Sat” 
how do you do? Mr. Surface, your moſt obedi- 
ent —Is there any news abroad? No !—nothing 
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good I ſuppoſe No! nothing but ſcandal vo- 
thing but ſcandal ! 9 7 7: 

75, Juſt ſo indeed, Madam. 

Mrs. Can. Nothing but ſcandal — Ah, Maria, 
bow do you do child; what, i is every thing at an 
end between you and Charles? What, he is too 
extravagant—Aye ! ! the town talks of nothing elfe. 

Maria. I am ſorry, Madam, the town is fo ill 
employed. 

Mrs. Can. Aye, ſo am I child but what can 
one do? we can't ftop peoples tongues: They 
hint too, that your guardian and his Lady don't 
live ſo agreeable together as they did. 

Maria. I am ſure ſuch en are without foun- 
dation. 

Mrs. Can. Aye, bo theſe a ane are 
tis like Mrs. Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coterie ; ; 
though, indeed, that affair was never rightly clear- - 
ed up; and it was but yeſterday Miſs Prim aſſured 
me, that Mr. and Mrs. Honeymoon are now be- 
come mere man and wife, like the reſt of their ac- 
quaintance, She hkewiſe hinted, that a certain 
widow in the next ſtreet, had got rid of her dropſy, 
and recovered her ſhape in a molt nc man- 
ner. | 

Fo. The licence of vention, 1 people give 
themſelves, is aſtoniſhing. _ . | 

_ Mrs, Can. Tis ſo—but how will you ſtop peo- 
ho tongues ? Twas but yeſterday Mrs. Clacket in- 
formed me, that our old friend, Miſs Prudely, 
was going to elope, and that her guardian caught 

her juſt ſtepping into the Vork Diligence, with her 


— — * = 
—— — — —ͤ—P — = 


| as the * 
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| dancing maſter. I was informed too, that Lord 


Flimſy caught his wife at a houſe of no extraordi- 


nary fame, and that Tom Saunter and Sir Harry | 


Idle, were to meaſure ſwords on a ſimilar occaſion— 
Bu! I dare ſay there is no truth in the ſtory, and 1 


would net circulate ſuch a report for the world. 


22 J. You report —No, no, no. | 
| Mrs. Can. No, no—tale-bearers a are LS as bad 8 


— 


— 


Enter SERVANT. 


"iv Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr. Gatos. | 


F Exit . 


Mat: Sir Benjamin er | 


Crab. Lady Sneerwell, your "ot obedient a 


ble fervant. Mrs. Candour, 1 believe you don't 


know my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite ; be has 

a very pretty taſte for poetry, and ſhall make a rebus 

or a charade with any one. 

Sir Benj. Oh fie! uncle. om | 
Crab. In faith he will—Did you ever r hear the 


; hae he made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs. Friz- . 


zle's feathers catching fire; and the rebuſes—his 
firſt is the name of a fiſh; the next a great naval 
commander, and— © 

Sir Benj. Uncle, now prythee. 

L. Sneer. I wonder, * er you never | 
publiſh any thing. | 
Sin Berj. Why, to 4 the truth, tis very t 


gart to Fir and as my little productions are chiefly 


lampoons on particular perſons, 1 find 
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_ they circulate better by giving copies' in confidence 
to the friends of the parties ;—however 1 have ſome- 
love elegies, which, when favoured: by the lady's 
miles, C10 Maria) I mean to give to the public. © 
Crab. *Foregad, Madam, they'll immortalize 
you, (to Maria} yon will be handed down to poſ- 
terity, like Petrarch's par or Walter's. 3 
riſſa. a 
Sir Ben. Ves, Madam, J think al "y __ 
{to Maria} when you ſhall ſee them on a beautiful 
quarto type, where a neat rivulet of text ſhall mur- 
mur thro? a meadow of margin; —foregad they'll 
be the molt elegant things of their kind. | 
Crab, But, * Ladies, did you hear the 
news? | 
Mrs. Can. What—do your mean ache remark; 3 
Crab. No, Madam, that's not i — 
going to be married to her own footman. F 
Mrs. Can. Impoſſible F ene 
Sir Benj. Tis very true, indeed Madam; ; every | 
7 ma fixed, and the wedding Rveries beſpoke. | 
Crab. Yes, and they do- fay there were very preſ- | 
g fing reaſons for t. os 
 Mrc. Can. I heard Grething of this — 9 65 7 8 
L. Sneer. Oh! it cannot be; and I wonder 
| they'd report ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady. 
Sir Benj. Oh! but Madam, that is the very rea- 
ſon that it was believed at once; for ſhe has always 
been ſo very cautious and reſerved, that every body 
was fure there was ſome reaſon for it at bottom. 
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. Mrs. Can. It is true, there is a ſort of puny, 

ſickly reputation, that would outlive the robuſter 

character of an hundred prudes. 

Sir Benj. True, Madam ; there are „ 
rians in reputation as well as conſtitution, who be- 
ing conſeious of their weak part, avoid the leaſt 

breath of air, and ſupply their want of ſtamina by 

care and circumſpection. 

Mrs. Can. I believe this may be ſome 8 - 
you know, Sir Benjamin, very trifting circumſtances 
have often given riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. | 

Crab. Very true but odſo, ladies, did you 
hear of Miſs Letitia Piper's loſing her lover and her 
character at Scarborough —Sir Benjamin, you re- 
member it. i 

Sir Benj. on tp he _ Th moſt e e cir · 
cumftance ! 

L. Sreer. Pray let us hear it. 

Crab. Why, one evening at Lady Spadille's, aſt | 
fembly, the converſation happened to turn upon 
the difficulty of breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this 
country; no, ſays. a lady preſent, I have feen an 
inſtance of it, for a. couſin of mine, Miſe Letitia 
Piper, had one that produced twins, What, what, 
 fays old Lady Dundizzy, (whom we all know is as 
deaf as a poſt) has Miſs Letitia Piper had twins,— 
This you may eafily imagine, ſet the company in a 
loud laugh; and the next morning it was every 
where reported, and” believed, that Miſs Letitia 
Piper had actually been brought to bed. of a. fine 
boy and girl. wo c 
Omnes. Ha, ha, has FO | 
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Crab. Tis true, upon my honour. —Oh, Mr. 
Surface, how do you do; I hear your uncle, Sir. 
Oliver, is expected in town; ſad news upon his 
arrival, to hear how your brother has gone on. 
Jo. J hope no buſy people have already preju- 
diced his uncle againſt him—he may reform. | 
Sir Benj. True, he may; for my part, I never 
thought him ſo utterly void of principles as people 
fay—and though he has loſt all his friends, I am 
told no body is better ſpoken of amongſt the Jews. 
Crab. Foregad if the Old-Jewry was a ward, 
Charles would be an alderman, for he pays as many 
annuities as the Iriſh Tontine ; and when he is fick, 
they have prayers for his recovery in. hes the 8422 
gogues. 
Sir Benj. Vet no man lives in greater n 
They tell me, when he entertains his friends, he 
can fit down to dinner with a dozen of his own ſe- 
curities, have a ſcore of tradeſmen waiting in the 
anti-chamber, and an ae behind WY gueſt's 
chair. | 
Foſe This may be e to you, gentle. 
men but you pay very little regard to the feelings 
of a brother.. . 
Maria. Their malice is intolerable. (Aua Lady 
Sneerwell, I muſt wiſh . good morning; I'm 
not very well. Tf Tue n, 
Mr. Can. She N colour, 
I. Sneer, Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her. 
Mr. Can. To be ſure I will —poor dear girls 
who knows what her Gtuation may be? ; 
| [Mrs , Candour 1 
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T. Sneer. Twas nothing, but that ſhe could not 
bear to hear Charles reflected on, notrithſtanding: 


their difference. 


Sir, Benj. The young lady's-penchant is obvious. 


Crab. Come, don't let this diſhearten von fol- 
low her, and repeat ſome of your odes to her, and 


I'll aſſiſt you. 


Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, L did not come to kart 


you, but depend on't your brother is * un- 


done. 

Crab. Oh! undone as ever man was —can 't raiſe: 
a guinea... | 

Sir Beni. Every thing is fold, I am . that, 
was moveable. | 

Crab. Not a moveable left, except. ſome old. bot- 
tles, and ſome pictures, and they ſeemed to be- 
framed i in the wainſcot, egad. g 


Sir Ben. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad fates 


3 him. 
Crab. Oh! he has = many mean a things that's 


certain, 2 
Sir Benj. But, however, he's, 8. your 33. ; 


Crab. Aye! as he's your brother—we'll telt 8 


more another opportunity. 


Sir Benj. Yes | as he's your brother—me'll tell- 
you more.another opportunity, 
\ [FExeunt Crab and Sie Benjamin. 


Z. Sneor. Tis 48 very hard for them; indeed, to 
leave a ſubject they have not quite run down. 


Fol. And 1 fancy their*abufe was: no more FIR 


- ecptable to your ladyſhip than to Maria. 


/ 
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IL. Sneer. I doubt her affections are further en- 
gaged than we imagine ;—but the family are to be 
herẽ this afternoon, ſo you may as well dine where 
you are; we ſhall have an opportunity of obſerying 


her further ;—in the mean time I'll go and plot 
miſchief, and you ſhall ſtudy. I E scunt. 


* 


SUENE II. 


Sir PETER TeazLe's Houſe. 
Enier Sir PETER TEAZ LE. 


Sir Pet. When an old batchelor marries a young 
wife, what is he to expect? — Tis not above fix 
months ſince my Lady Teazle made me the happieſt 
of men—and I have been the moſt miſerable dog 
erer ſince. We tifted a little going to church, 
and fairly quarrelled before the bells were done 
ringing. I was more than once nearly choaked with 
gall during the honey-moon, and had loſt every ſa- 
tisfaction in life, before my friends had done wiſh- 
ing me Joy—and yet,, 1 chaſe with caution a girl 
bred wholly in the Ns, who .had never known 
luxury, beyond one filk gown, or diſſipation be- 
yond the annual gala of a race ball. Vet now ſhe 
plays her part in all the extravagant fopperies of the 
town, with as good a grace as if ſne had never ſeen 
a buſh, or a graſs plot out of Groſvenor-ſquare.—I 
am ſneered at by all my acquaintance—paragraphed 


. in the newſpaper H be diſputes my fortune, and con- 
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tradifts all my bumours.—And yet, the worſt of it 
is, I doubt I love her, or 1 ſhould never bear all 


this—but T am determined never to be weak enough 
eo ker ber R K—No! no! no! 


Enter RowLey. 


Row, Sir Peter your fervant, how do you find 
yourſelf to day? 

We. Very bad, maſter . very bad 

indeed. | | 

Row. Im ſorry to + dow * has happen- 
ed to make you uneaſy ſince yeſterday ? 

Sir Pet. A pretty * truly to a married 
man. | 
Row. Sure my bs is not the "gp : 
Sir Pet, Why! has * one told you the was 
dead ? | | 

"Row. Come, come, Sir ww notwithſtanding 
you ſometimes diſpute and We I am 00 you 
love her. 

Sir Pet. Aye, maſter Rowley ; ; but 1 worſt of | 
it is, that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is 
ever in the wrong, and continues to thwart and 
vex me z—I am myſelf the ſweeteſt tempered man 
in the world, and fo I tell her an hundred times a 
. 

* Row. Indeed, Sir "SHY 

Sir Pet. Yes—and then there's Tal Sneerwell, 
and the ſet ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her 
to diſobedience; and Maria, my ward, ſhe too pre- 
ſumes to have a will of her own, and refuſes the 


man I propoſe for her; deſigning, I ſuppoſe, to 


527 : 
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1 herſelf and fortune upon that profligats his 
brother. 

Row. You know, Sir Peter, I have 4 ns 
the liberty to differ in opinion with you ia regard 
to theſe two young men; for Charles, my life on't, 
will retrieve all one day or other. Their worthy fa- 
ther, my once honoured maſter, at his Veara, was 
full as wild and extravagant as Charles now is; but 

at his death he did not leave a more benevolent heart 
to lament his loſs. 

Sir Pet. You are wron mY ove Ws 3 you 
are very wrong. By their father's will, you know, 
I became guardian of theſe young men, which gave 
me an opportunity of knowing their different diſpo- 
| ſitions; but their uncle's Eaſtern liderality ſoon 
rook them out of my power, by giving them an 
early independence. But for Charles, whatever 
good qualities he might have inherited, they are long 
ſinoe ſquandered away with the reft of his fortune. 
Joſeph, indeed, is a pattern for the young men of 
the age—a youth of the nobleſt ſentiments, and 
acts up to the ſentiments he profeſſes. 1 
Row. Well, well, Sir Peter, I than't oppoſe 
your opinion at preſent, though I am ſorry you are 
prejudiced againſt Charles, as this may probably be 
the moſt critical period of his life, for his tins Sur 

Oliver, is arrived, and now in town. | 

Sir Pet. What my old friend, Sir Oliver, 5 is hs 
arrived ? I thought you had not expected him this | 
month. : 

Row. No more we 6d, Sir, but his paſſage has 
been remarkably quick. 


4 
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8 Per. 1 fall be heartily glad to fee bim tis 


ſixteen years ſince old Nol and 1 met—but does he 
ill enjoin ui to o keep his en a d from his | 


* 


Nou. He PAY Sir; and f is ERA, under a 
Feigned: character, to make trial of 9271 different 


OO 
Sir Pet. Ah! there is no 3080 of it, for Joſeph 


| 1 am ſure, is the man but hark y, Rowley, does 


Sir Oliver know that I am married ? 
"Row. He does, 12 1 and r ſhortly to with 


* Joy. 1 | 
"Sir Pet: What, as we wiſh dealch to a friend i in 


2 a conſumption. —But J muſt have him at my houſe 


o you conduct him, Rowley: I'll go and give 
orders for his reception {going ). We uſed to rail at 
matrimony together—he has ſtood firm to his text. 
But, Rowley, don't give him the leaft hint that 


; my wife and I diſagree, for I would have him think 
r Heaven waar 12 70 * we are a _ _—_ cou- 


3 Then you muſt be 1 not to are 


| whit be is here. | 


Sir Pet. And ſo we hey that will de im- 


poſſible 1—Zounds, Rowley, when an old batchelor 
anarries a young wife, he deſerves—aye, he deſerves 


—no—the crime carries the puniſhment along with 


w © "7 23" 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


- 


Sir PETER TrazLz's Houſe. 
Enter Six Peres and Lady TEazLE. | 


| N Sir Peres. 


L Teazle, Lady Teazle, I won't bear it. 


I. Teas. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear it 
or not, juſt as you pleaſe ; but I know I ought to 


have my own way 1n every thing, and what's more, 
I will. 


Sir Pet. What, Madam ! is there no \ reſpe due 
to the authority of a huſband ? 


L. Teas. Why, don't I know that no woman of 
faſhion does as ſhe is bid after her marriage. 
Though T was bred in the country, I'm no ftranger 
to that: if you wanted me to be obedient, you 


| ſhould have adopted me, and not married FORTIS 


{ure you are old enough. 


Sir Pet. Aye, there it is—Oons, dal what 
right have you to run me into al this extrava- 
gance ? 

L. Teaz. I'm ſure I am not more extravagant 
than a woman of quality ought to be. 


Sir Pet. Slife, Madam, I'll have no more ſums - 


Tquandered away upon ſuch unmeaning luxuries ; 


you have as many flowers in your drefling-room, as 
| | B | 


—— 


! 
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would turn the Pantheon into a green-houſe ; ; 
make a Fete Champetre at Chnillmas. | 

I. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, am I to blame that 
flowers don't blow, in cold weather; you muſt blame 
the climate, and not me— I'm "HM my part, I 
wiſh it was Spring all the year round, and that roſes 
grew under our feet. 

Hir Pet. Zounds, Madam, 1 ſhould not FI 
at your: extravagance if you had been bred to it— 
Had you any of theſe things before you married 
me? 

L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, how can vou be an- 
gry at thoſe little elegant expences? 

Sir Pet. Had you any of thoſe little degant ex- 
pences when you married me? 

I. Teaz. For my part, I think you . to be 
pleaſed your wife ſhould be thought. a woman of 
Kale. f 

Sir Pet. e W,, Modus vou had. no tafte 
ms you married me. 

Ty ai Teaz. Very true, indeed; ; ood ales having 
married you, I never ſhould: pretend to taſte again. 

Sir Pet. Very well, very well, .Madam—You 
have entirely forgot What your ſituation was when 
firlt I ſaw you. 

os Teas. No, no, 1 have. not; 2 very ne 
- able ſituation it was, or I'm ſure: I never ſhould have 
married . 

Sir Pet. You forget the bomhble llate 1 A you 
from the daughter of a poor country Squire 


When I came to your father's, I found you fitting 


at your tambour, in a linen gown, a bunch of keys 


. Mi £14 


Wo rein = * 


© VQ 


* 
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to your ſide, and . hair n nod over a 
ws 1 Yo, 1 W very ths my aauy | 
occupation was to overlook the dairy, ſuperintend 
the poultry, make extracts from the family receipt 
book, and comb my aunt Deborah's Jap dog... 
Sir Pet. Oh! I am glad to find you have ſo good 
a recollection. 

L. Teax. My evening employment were to draw - 
patterns for rules, which I had no materials to 
make up; play at Pope Joan with the Curate ; read 
a ſermon to my aunt Deborah, or perhaps be ſtuck 
up at an old ſpinner te to tune my father to fleep after 
a fox chace. 

Sir Pet. Then you was glad to take a 8 out 


behind the butler, | "wo, the old dock'd coach 


Horſe. 

L. Teas. No, no, I deny the butler and the 
N A 

Sir Pet. 1 ſay yon did. This was your Gtua- 
Hon keene Madam, you muſt have your coach, 

vis-a-vis, and three powdered footmen to walk be- 
885 your chair; and in ſnammer, two white cats 
to draw you. to Kenſington Gardens: and inſtead 
of your living in that hole in the country, I have 
brought you home here, made a woman of fortune 
of you, a woman of RO” _ Madam, 1 


have made you my wife. 


I. Teaz. Well, and there is but one an more 
you can now do t. to drags to "hy hee e ge? and that 
„ Pa. To rh you a « #6, 1 en 

" MS 
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Sir Pet. Very well, 1 very ven; I am 
much obliged to you for the hint. 


L. Trax. Why then will you force me to ſay 
Kling things to you. But now we have finiſhed 
our morning converſation, T preſume I may go to 
my engagements at Lady Sneerwell's, 


Sir Pet. Lady Sneerwell !—a precious nequaint- 

ance you have made with her too, and the ſet that 
frequent her houſe—Such a ſet, mercy on us 
Many a wretch who has been drawn upon a how 
dle, has done leſs miſchief than thoſe barterers of 
forged lies, coiners of ſcapdal,, and Apen of re- 
putation. 

L. Teaz. How can vou be ſo foes Im ſure 
they are all people of * and very tenacious * 
reputation. ; 

Sir Pet. Yes, 0 teragious = it, they'l not 4 
low it to any but themſclyes. 


3 Teaz- I vow, Sir Peter, W 1 a an ill- 
natured thing I mean no harm by it, lor 1 take-1 it 
for granted they'd do the ſame. by me. 


Sir Pet. We made e as 1 as any 1 
: Aden; 5 
L. Trax. Yael think 1 bear | my part with 
a tolerable grace. 1575 
Sir Pet. Once. 3 1 wires © pd 
I. Tea. Well, but Sir 0 you koow {you 
ene 10: Mme. 


Sir Pet. Well, I ſhall. jt call in to look ile 
my own chakafigns© 7s + ig) "RG 5 


8 


1 


wy 07 0 > VE. 8 
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L. Teaz. Then upon my word, you muſt wake 
haſte after me, or FORM be too late. 
[Exit L. Teazle. 


* Pet. IJ have got much by my intended expoſ- 
tulation— What a charming air ſhe has !—what a 
neck, and how pleaſingly ſhe ſhews her contempt of 


my authority Well, though I can't make her 


love me, *tis ſome pleaſure to teize her a little, 
and I think the never appears to ſuch advantage, as 
when 0 is _— every thing to vex and plague 
me. ; | | — 


1 
| 
| 


SCENE VI. 
Lady SxzerweLL's Houſe. 


Enter Lady SnzzzweLLt, CAABTREE, Sir BEnJ4- 
MIN, JosxPH, Mrs. CaxDour, and Maria. 
L. Sneer. Nay, poſitively we'll have it. | 
J. Aye, aye, the epigram by all means. 
Sie Ben. Oh! plague on it, it's mere nonſenſe, 
Crab. Faith, Ladies, twas excellent for an ex- | 


tempore, 


Sir Benji. But, Ike you fhould be acquaint- 
ed with the circumſtances You muſt know that 


one day laſt week, as Lady Bab Currick was tak- 


ing the duſt in Hyde-Park, in a ſort of duodecimo 


pPhæton, ſhe deſired me to write ſome verſes on her 


FAY 
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ponies 3 upon which I took out my pocket book, 
and in a moment produced the following 
Sure never were ſeen two ſuch beautiiul po- 
die DIES" (cs | 
4 Other LG 6 are © clowns,—but theſe macaro- 
e eee 
5 « To, give them. this title Im we. can't be 
0 Their + of are ſo flim and their taile are ſo 
long.“ „5 
1 There, 1 in . crack of a 
* on horſeback too 
Je. Oh! a very Phœbus mounted 
Mrs. Can. 1 muſt have a copy. 


8 Lady TEAZLE. 


50 Sueer. Lady Teazle, how do you ol hope 
we ſhall ſee Sir Peter. SD 
L. Teas. I believe he will wait on your ver- 


: ſhip preſently. 


L. Sneer. Maria my love, you look grave; come, 
you ſhall fit down te piquet with Mr. Surface. 

Maria. 1 take very little pleaſure in cards—but 
PH do as your ladyſhip pleaſes. 

L. Taz. I wonder he would fit down to cards 
with Maria.—I thought he Would have taken an 


opportunity of ſpeaking to me before Sir Peter 


came. LAlide. 
Mrs. Can. Well, now In forfwear his ſociety. 
[Afde. 


4 Teas. What's 8 ho matter, Mrs. Candeur 2 
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Mrs. Can: Why, they are fo nn they 
won't allow our friend, Miſs Vermillion, to be hand- 
ſome. 

L. Sneer. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman. 

Crab. I'm glad you think ſo. 

Mrs. Can. She has a charming frefh colour... 

L. Teas, Yes, when it is freſh put on. 

| Mrs. Can. Well, I'II ſwear its natural, for I've 
ſeen it come and go. 

L. Teas. Ves, it comes at night, 4 goes again 
in the morning. | 

Sir Benj. True, Madam, it not only goes and. 
comes, but what's more, egad her maid can fetch 
and carry it. 

Mrs. Can. Well, —and hes do you think of 
her ſiſter? 

Crab. What, Mrs. Evergreen — . cog ſhe's 5 
ſix and fifty if ſhe's a day. 

Mrs, Can. Nay, I'll ſwear. two or three and 
L don't think the looks. 


fifty is the outſide— 
more. 

Sir Benj. Oh, hay no Judging by her looks, 
unleſs we could ſee her face. | 
I. Sneer, Well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take 
ſome pains to repair. the ravages. of time, ſhe eer- 
tainly effects it with great ingenuity, and ſurely 
that's better than the careleſs manner in which the 
widow Oaker chalks her wrinkles. 

Sir Benj. Nay, now my lady Sneerwell, you are 
too ſevere upon the widow—Come, it is not that 
the paints ſo ill, but when ſhe has finiſhed her face, 
ſhe joins. it ſo badly to her neck, that ſhe looks 
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like a mended ſtatue, in which the connoiſſeur may 
ſee at once, that the head i is modern, mos the 
trunk” a antique. 


Crab. What do you think of Miſs Simper ? 
Sir Benj. Why, the has pretty teeth. 


L. Teaz. Ves, and upon that account never ſhuts 
her mouth, but keeps it always iar, as It vere, 
thus {/bews her teeth). 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. 


I. Teas. And yet I vow that's better had the 
pains Mre, Prim takes to coneeal ber loſſes in front; 
ſhe draws her mouth till it reſembles the aperture 
of a poor-box, and all her words Poe to fide 
out edge-ways as it were, thus  - 

% How do you do, madam —1＋ er, madam.” 

IL. Sneer... Ha, hay. ha ; very well, Lady Tea- 
zle—T vow you appear to be a little ſevere. | 

I. Teaz. In defence of a friend, you know, it 
is wx juſt.— But here comes Sir Peter to 18 our 
un. 
i Enter Sir PETER. 

Sir Pet. Ladies your ſervant—mercy upon me !— 
The whole ſet—a character dead at every ſentence. 
[ Afide. - 
Mre. Can. They 3 allow good qualities ta 
any one not even good-nature to our friend Mrs. 
5 Purſey. PRE | 
Crab. What! the old fat dowager that was at 
Mrs. 2a s laſt night. 


4 
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Mrs. Can. Her bulk is her misfortune ; and 
when ſhe takes ſuch pains to get rid ah it, you ought 
not to refle& on her. 

L. Sneer. That's very true, indeed. 

L. Teaz. Yes, I'm told ſhe ablolutely lives upom 
acids and ſmall whey, and laces herſelf with pullies. 
Often in the hotteſt day in ſummer, you ſhall ſee 
her on a little ſquat poney, with her hair' platted 
and turned up like a drummer, and away ſhe goes 
puffing round the ring in a full trot. 
Sir Pet. Mercy on me! >! this is her own rela- 
tion; a perſon they dine with twice a week. ¶Hfide. 

Mre. Can. I vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon 
the dowager; for let me tell you, great allowances 
are to be made for a woman who ſtrives to paſs for 


a flirt at ſix and thirty. 


L. Sneer. Though ſurely ſhe's bandſome Ril Y 
and for the weakneſs in her eyes, conſidering how 
much ſhe reads by candle light, tis not to be won- 
dered at. 1 
Me Can. Very true; and for her manner, I 
think it very graceful, conſidering ſhe never had 
any education ; for her mother, you know, was a 


Welch milliner, and. her father a e at 


Briſtol. 
Sir Benj. __ you are > both of , too good- 


natured 


Mrs. Can. Well, T will never join in the ridi- 


eule of a friend; ſo I tell my couſin Ogle, and you 


all know what pretenſions ſhe has to beauty. 


— 
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Crab. She has the oddeſt countenance—a collec- 
tion of features from all corners of the globe. 

Sir Benj. She has, indeed, an Iriſh front- 

. Crab. Caledonian locks. _ 

Sir Benj. Dutch noſe. 

f Crab. Auſtrian lips. 
Sir Benj. The complexion of a Spaniard. 
Crab. And teeth a la Chinoiſe. 
Sir Benj. In ſhort, her face reſembles a table 
Jhote at Spa, where no two gueſts are of a nation. 
Crab. Or a Congreſs at the cloſe of a general 
war, where every member ſeems to have a different 

intereſt, and the noſe and chin are the Ay 0 
| likely to join iſſue. 

Sir Benj. Ha, ha, ha. 

IL. Sneer. Ha, ha. — Well, I vow you are a cou- 
ple of provoking toads. | 
Mr. Can. Well, I vow you ſhan't carry the 
—_ ſo—let me tell you that, Mrs. Ogle— 

Sir Pet. Madam, madam, tis impoſſible to ſtop 
thoſe good gentlemen*s tongues ; but when I tell 
you, Mrs. Candour, that the lady they are ſpeaks 
ing of is a particular friend of mine, I hope you 
will be ſo good as not to undertake her defence. 


3 Sneer, Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a 
cruel creature, too phlegmatic yourſelf for a wit, 
and too peeviſh to allow it to others, 

Sir Pet. True wit, madam, is more nearly aicd 
; to good nature than you are aware of. 

L. Teas. True, Sir Peter; I believe they are 
ſo near a- kin that they can never be united. 
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Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe them to be 
man and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. 
L. Teaz. But Sir Peter is ſuch an enemy to 


fcandal, I believe he would have it put down by 


Parliament. 

Sir Pet. Foregad, madam, if they 3 
the ſporting with reputations of as much conſe- 
quence as poaching on manors, and paſſed an act 
for the preſervation of fame, they would find many 
would thank them for the bill. | 

Z. Sncer. Oh lud !—Sir Peter would . us 
of our privileges. 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam; and none ſhould then have 
the liberty to kill characters, and run down repu- 
tations, but privileged * maids,. and 44 Jappointed 


widows. 


L. Sneer. Go, you monſter ! 

Mrs. Can. But ſure you would not be ſo ſevere 
on thoſe who only report what they hear? 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam, I would have law for 
them too; wherever the drawer of the lie was not. 
to be found, the injured party ſhould have a __ 
to come on any of the indorſers. 

Crab. Well, I verily believe there never was a 
feandalous ſtory without ſome foundation. 
Sir Pet. Nine out of ten are formed on ſome 
malicious invention, or idle repreſentation. | 

L. Sneer. Come, ladies, ſhall we ſit down tos 
cards in the next room? 
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Enter a sur, a non! Sir PETER. 


Kir Pet. yI come direaly—Pll ſteal away un- 
perceived. [Afide. 
T. Sneer. Sir Peter, you're not leaving us. 

Sir Pet. I beg pardon, ladies, tis particular bu- 


4 Gneſs, and I ag I leave my character behind 


me. [Exit Sir Peter. 

Sir Bray Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that lord 
af yours is « ſtrange being; I could tell you ſome 
ſtories of him would make you _ r. if he 
was not your huſband. 

Le Teaz. Oh, never mind ak way. 

[They walk up and exeunt.. 
ef. You take no e in this ſociety. _ ( To 
: Maria J. ; 

Maria. How can I? If to raiſe a malicious 
ſmile at the misfortunes and infirmities of thoſe 
who are unhappy, be a proof of wit and humour, 
Heaven grant me a double portion of dulneſs. 

Fof... And yet, they have no malice”. in their 
hearts. 

Maria. Then it is the more eee, Ange 
nothing but an ungovernable depravity of heart, 
' could tempt them to ſuch a practice. 

Fo/. And is it poſſible, Maria, that you can thus 
Feel for others, and yet be eruel to me alone ?—Is 
hope to be denied the tendereſt paſſion. ? 

Maria. Why will you perſiſt to perſecute me on 
a ſubject on which you have long ſince nn my 
ſentiments. | 


4 


you come and give me your opinion of my library ? 
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of. Oh, Maria, you would not be thus deaf to 


me, but that Charles, that libertine, is ſtill a fac 


voured rival. 

Maria. Ungenerouſly urged ; but whatever my 
ſeatiments are, with regard to that unfortunate 
young man, be aſſured, I ſhall not conſider myſelf 
more- bound to give him up, becauſe his misfor- 


tunes have loſt him the een FOO of a brother— 


[ Going out. 

Fof. = Maria, you ſhall not leave me with a 
Ginn 3 ; by all that's honeſt I ſwear—{( Kneels, and 
ſees Lady Teazle entering behind) Ah! Lady Tea- 
zle, ah! you ſhall not ſtir—{To Maria) I have 
the greateſt regard in the world for Lady Teazle, 
but if Sir Peter was once to ſuſpet— 5 

Maria. Lady Teazle !— 

L. Teaz. What is all this. child ?—You are 
wanting in the next room. {Exit Maria What 
is the meaning of all this What! did my miſ- 


take her for me? 


Fof. - Why, you muſt . ſome 
means ſuſpecting the — great regard I entertain for 


your ladyſhip—was—was—threatening—if I did 


not deſiſt, to acquaint Sir Peter and I—I—was 
juſt reaſoning with her 

L. Teas. You ſeem to have adopted a very ten- 
der method of N do you uſually 
argue on your knees ? 

Jas. Why, you know, ſhe's but a child, and T 
thought a little bombaſt might be uſeful to keep 
her ſilent. .—But, my dear Lady Teazle, when will 
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. Tami Why, I really begin to think it not 
ſo proper, and you know I admit you as a lover 
no farther than faſhion diQates. \ - 

- Fof. Oh, no more z—a mere platonic Ciciſbee, 
that every lady 1s entitled to. 

L. Teaz.. No further and though Sir Peter 0 
treatment may make me m © it ſhall never our 
voke me— 

Foſ. To the only revenge in your power. 

I. Teaz. Go, you inſinuating wretch—but we 
| Shall be miſſed, let us join the company. | 
FJ. I'll follow your ladyſhip. 

L. Teaz, Don't ſtay long, for I. 8 you 
Maria ſhan't come to hear any more of your rea- 
foning. [ Exit Lady Teazle. 
9ſ. A pretty ſituation I am in—by gaining the 

wife I ſhall loſe the heireſs—I at firſt, intended to 
make her ladyſhip only the inſtrument in my de- 
ſigns on Maria, but—T don't know how it 1s—1 
am become her ferious admirer, I begin now to- 

wiſh I had not made a point of gaining ſo very 
good a character, for it has brought me into ſo 
many confounded rogueries, that I fear I on be 


n at laſt. 
5 FE it Joſeph. 


W:: ER. RG. I” oe... SER eas. 
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SCENE III. 


Sir Peres TeazLE's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Or1ves and RowLEv. 


Sir Oliv. Ha, ha, and fo my old Grand is mar- 


ried at laſt, eh Rowley—and to a young wife out 


of the country, ha, ha, ha. That he ſhould buff 
to eld . ſo long, and ſink into a huſband 


at laſt. 


Row. But let me beg of you, Sir, not to rally 
him upon the ſubject, for he cannot bear it, though 


ne has been married theſe ſeven months. 


Sir Oliv. Then he has been juſt half a year on 
the ſtool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter But you 
ſay he has entirely given up eee, ſees 
him, eh. 

Row. His prejudice againſt him is aſtoniſhing, 
and T believe it is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion 
of a connexion between Charles and, Lady Teazle, 
and ſuch a report I know has been circulated and 
kept up, by means of Lady Sneerwell, and a ſcan- 


dalous party who aſſociate at her houſe ; whereas I 


am convinced, if there is any e in che caſe, 


that Joſeph is the favourite. 


Sir Oliv. Aye, aye—T know there are a ſet of 


| miſchievous prating goſſips, both male and female, 


who murder characters to kill time, and rob a young 


fellow of his good name, before he has ſenſe enough 


— 
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to know the value of it — But I am not to be pre- 
judiced againſt my nephew by any ſuch, I promiſe 
you—No, no, if Charles has done nothing falſe or 
mean, I ſhall compound for his extravagance. 
| Row. I rejoice, Sir, to hear you ſay ſo; and am 
happy the ſon of my old maſter has one friend left 
however. 

Sir Oliv. What ! ſhall I 8 Maſter Rowley, 
when I was at his years myſclf ?—egad, neither my 


brother or I were very prudent youths, and yet, 1 


believe, you have not ſeen many better men than 
your old maſter was. 


| Row. *Tis that reflection I build my ages on— 


and, my life on't ! Charles will prove deſerving of 
your kindneſs, —But here comes Sir Peter. 


_— 


Enter Sir Purim. 


o 


Sir Pet. Where is he? Where is Sir Oliver ?— 


Ab, my dear friend, I rejoice to fee you !—You 


are welcome—indeed you are welcome you are 
welcome to England a thouſand—and a thouſand 


times 
Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter 
and J am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Sir Oliver !—It's fixteen years 
fince laſt we faw each _— a bout we have 
had together in our time ! 

Sir Oliv. Aye I have had my ſhare. —But what, 
I find you are married hey old boy! — Well, well, 
it can't be helped, o 1 wiſh you joy m1 all my 
heart. 


| 
{ 
1 
* 


MO G -W tan 


—_ 


Aer. ll. SCHOOL rox SCANDAL. mn 

Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you—Yes, Sir Oli- 
ver, I have entered into that happy ftate—but we 
won't talk of that now. 

Sir Oliv. That's true, Sir Peter, old friends 
ſhould not begin upon grievances at their firſt meet- 
ing, no, no, NO. 

Row. ¶ Aſide to Sir Olver P, 5 a care, Sir; 
don't touch upon that ſubject. 

Sir Oliv. Well—So one of my Aan 1 find, 
is a wild young rogue. 

Sir Pet. Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your 
diſappointment there— Charles is, Indeed, a ſad li- 
bertine — but no matter, Joſeph will make you am- 
| ple amends—every body ſpeaks well of him. 

Sir Oliv. I am very ſorry to hear it ; he has too 
good a character to be an honeſt fellow—every body 
ſpeaks well of him !— pſhaw then he has bowed as 
low to knaves and fools, as to the honeſt n of 
genius and virtue. 

Sir Pet. What the plague! are you angry with 
Joſeph for not making enemies ? 

Sir Oliv. Why not, if he has merit enough. to 
deſerve them. 

Sir Pet. Well, well, ſee him, hy you'll be con- 
vinced how worthy he is—he is a pattern for all the 
young men of the age.—He's a man of the no- 
bleſt ſentiments. 

Sir Oliv. Oh ! plague of his 8 —If he 
ſalutes me with a ſcrap of morality in his mouth I 
ſhall be ſiek directly But don't however miſtake 
me, Sir Peter, I don't mean to defend Charles's 
errors; but before 1 form my judgment of either 


} 
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of them, I intend to make a trial of their hearts, 
and my friend Rowley and I have. planned ſome- 


| N for that purpoſe. 
Sir Pet. My life on Joſeph's honour. 


- Sir Oliv. Well, well, give us a bottle of good 
wine, and we'll drink your lady's health, and tell 


you all our ſchemes. 
Sir Pet. Alons—done. 


Sir Oliv. And don't Sir Peter, be too ene | 


Wing your old friend's ſon Odds my life, I am not 
forry he has run a little out of the conrſe—for my 


part, I hate to ſee prudence clinging to the green 
- ſuckers of youth; tis like ivy round the ſaplin, and 
LAxeunt omnet. 


% 


ACT INJ. SCENE I. 


Sir uin n Habs 


Fuer Sir PETER, Sir OrivzR, and RowrEY. 


Sir Peter. 


Wert, well, we'll ſee this man firſt, and then. 
have our Wine afterwards, —But Rewley, I on * 


ſee the jeſt of your ſcheme. 


Roco. Why, Sir, this Mr. Stanley is a near re- 


lation of their mother's, and formerly an eminent 


Ferrer 


merchant in Dublin — He failed in trade, and is 
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greatly reduced ; he has applied by letter to Mr.. 
Surface and Charles for afhftanee—from the former 
of whom he has received nothing but fair promiſes ;_ 
while Charles, in the midſt of his own diſtreſſes, is 
at preſent /endeavouring to raiſe a ſum of money, 
part of which I know he intends for. the uſe of Mr. 


Stanley. 


Sir Oliv. Aye — he's my brother's a | 
Row. Now, Sir, we propoſe, that Sir Oliver 
ſhall viſit them both, in the character of Mr. Stan- 
ley; as I have informed them he has obtained leave 
of his creditors to wait on his friends in perſon 
and in the younger, believe me, you'll find one, 
who, in the midſt of diſſipation and extravagance, 
has ſtill, as our immortal bard expreſſes it 1 teur 
for pity, and a hand open at day for melting charity. 
Sir Pet. What ſignifies his open hand and purſe, 
if he has nothing to give. But where is this per- 
ſon you were ſpeaking of? oh” | 
Row. Below, Sir, waiting your commands 
You muſt know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew ; 
one who, to do him juſtice, has done every thing in 
his power to aſſiſt Charleg—Who waits Enter 4 
Servant) deſire Mr. Moſes to walk up. | | 
[Exit Servant. 
Sir Pet. But how are you ſure he'll ſpeak truth? 
Row. Why, Sir, I have perſuaded him, there's 
no proſpect of his being paid ſeveral ſums of money 
he has advanced for Charles, but through the bounty 
of Sir Oliver, who he knows is in town; therefore 
you may depend on his being faithful to his inte- 


reſt— Oh! here comes the honeſt Iſraelite.— 
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Enter Moszs. P 
Sir Oliver, this is Mr. Not lg Moes, this 


is Sir Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. I e you a. lately had great 
dealings with my nephew, Charles. : 

Mofes. Yes, Sir Oliver— have done all I cas 
for him—but he was ruined before he came to me 
for aſſiſtance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky OP for you had 


no opportunity of ſhewing your talent. 


- Moſes. None at all; I had not the ae of 
kn his diſtreſſes, till he was ſome thouſands 
worſe than nothing. 

Sir Oliv. Unfortunate ibleed'1 But 1 e 5 

you have done all in your power for him., 
Moſer. Yes, he knows that—This-very evening I 
was to have brought him a gentleman from the 
city, who does not know e and "_ advance 
him ſome monies. _ 

Sir Pet. What! a 5 that Charles * never 
borrowed money of before, lend * any in bis 
preſent circumſtances | | 

Moſes. Yes.— 

Sir Oliv. What is this n. s name? 

Moſes. Mr. Premium, of Crutched Friars, 20 
merly a broker. 

Sir Pet. Does he he Mr. Premium? 

Moſes. Not at all. 

Hir Pet. A thought ſtrikes me—Suppoſe, Sir 
Oliver, you was to viſit him in that character, 
"twill be much better than the romantic one of an 


= 4 


— 
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old relation; you will then have an bes of 
ſceing Charles in all his glory. | 
Sir Oliv. Egad I like that idea better than the 
other, and then I may viſit Joſeph afterwards as 
old Stanley. 
Row. Gentlemen, an! is taking Charles rather 
unawares; but Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver, 


and I dare ſay will be faithful. 


_ Mofes. You may depend upon me.—This is very 
near the time I was to have gone. 

Sir Oliv. I'll accompany you as Cook as you 
pleaſe, Moſes—But hold, I had forgot one thing— 
How the plague ſhall I be able to paſs'for a Jew? 2 

Moſes. There is no need— the F is a 
Chriſtian. 

Sir Oliv. Is he? 1 am very e for it. But 
then again, am I not too ſmartly dreſſed” to look 


like a money-lender ? 


Sir Pet. Not at all—it wud not be out of cha- 
rater if you went in your an chariot - would it 
Moles 2: 2 

Moſes. Not in the leaſt. | 

Bir Oliv. Well, but how muſt I talk? There” 5 
certainly ſome cant of uſury, or mode of f treating, 
that I ought to know. | 

Sir Pet. As 1 take it Sir Oliver, the great point 
is be exorbitant in your demands. — Eh! Moſes ! 

Moſes. Yes, dat is very great point. 

Sir Ouv. I'll anſwer for't I'll not be wanting in 
that, eight or ten per cent. on the loan at leaſt. 

Moſes. Oh! if you aſk him no more as dat, 


you'll be diſcovered immediately, 


I 
Ft 
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1 Sir Ov. Hey, WV the r much 


then? 
Moſer. That 1 upon the ee EUR 


if he appears not very anxious for the ſupply, you 
ſhould require only forty or fifty per cent. but if you 
find him in great diſtreſs, and he wants pn r 
bad you muſt aſk double. 

Sir Pet. Upon my word, Sir rtr. Pre- 
mium 1 mean 1 sa very Pretty trade _ re an. 


ing. 1 


Sir Oliv. ra- 1 think wo; al not dopeblit- 


© Moſer. Then you . you ure not the money 


yourſelf, but are forced to borrow it of a friend. 
Sir Oliv. Oh! I borrow it for him 1 a friend | 


do I? 
Moſes. Yes, * your friend's an uxconſionale 


dog—but you can't help dat. | 
Sir Oliv. Oh! my friend's an unconſcionable 


dogs he? 


Moſes. And then he himſelf has not the monies 
by him, but is forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs. 
Sir Oliv. He is forced to ſell ſtock at a great 
lofs— Well, really, that's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet. But hark'ye Moſes, if Sir Oliver was 
to rail a little at the annuity bill, don't 1225 * 
it would have a good effect? 1 
Moſes. Very much. TEN 

| Row. And lament that a young man muſt now 
come to years of diſcretion, before he has it in n his 

wer to ruin himſelf. | 


Moſes. Aye! a great pity. 


. 


e 


n 
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Sir Pet. Ves, and abuſe the public for allowing 


merit to a bill, whoſe only object was to preſerve 
youth and i inexperience from the rapacious gripe of 
-uſury, and to give the young heir an opportunity 
of enjoying his fortune, without W ruined by 
coming into poſſeſſion. 


Sir Oliv. So—ſo—Moſes ſhall give me further 


inſtructions as we go together. 


Sir Pet. You'll ſcarce have time to learn your 


trade, for Charles lives but hard by. 


Sir Oliv. Oh! never fear — my tutor appears ſo 


Able, that tho? Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it 
-muſt be my own fault if I am not a complete rogue 
before J have turned the corner. 


[Exeunt Sir Oliver . Moſes. 
Sir Pet. So, Rowley, you would have been par- 


tial, and given Charles the notice of our plot. 


Row. No indeed, Sir Peter. 
Sir Pet. Well, I ſee Maria coming, I want to 
have ſome talk with her. [Exit Rowley. 


* Maz14a. 


80 Maria What, is Mr. Surface come home with 


vou! 0 * 
Maria. No, | Sir—he was eget: 


Sir Pet. Maria, I wiſh you were more ſenſible 


to his excellent. qualities—does not every time you 


are in his company convince you of the merit of 
that amiable young man? 


Maria. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told 
you, that of all the men that have paid me a par- 
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Licular attention, there is not one 1 would not 


ſooner prefer than Mr. Surface. 
Sir Pet. Aye, aye, this blindneſs to his merit 


proceeds from your attachment to that profligate : 


brother of his. 

Maria. This is unkind—you know at your re- 
queſt, IT have forbore to ſee or correſpond with him, 
as I have long been convinced he is unworthy my 
regard; but while my reaſon condemns his vices, 


my heart ſuggeſts ſome pity for his misfortunes. 
Sir Pet. Ah! you had beſt reſolve to think of 


bim no more, but give your heart and hand to 


a worthier obje&. 

Maria. Never to his brother. 

Sir Pet. Have a care Maria, I have not yet 
made you know what the authority of a guardian 
15—don't force me to exert it. 


Maria. I know, that for a ſhort time I am to 


obey you as my father—but muſt ceaſe to think 
you ſo, when you would compel me to be miſera- 
ble. [Exit in tears. 


Sir Pet. Sure never was man | plagued as I am— 
I had not been married above three weeks, before 


her father, a heal, hearty man, died—on purpoſe, 


I believe, to plague me with the care of his daugh- 


ter: but, here comes my help mate, ſhe ſeems in 


mighty good humour ; I wiſh I could teize her into 
loving me a little. | 


Enter Lavy TeAzLE. 
T. Teaz. What's the matter, Sir Peter? What 
have you done to Maria? It is not fair to quarrel 
and I not by. . 4 


„ 
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Sir Pet. Ah! Lady Teazle, it is in your power 
to put me into a good humour at any time. 

I. Teas. Is it? 1 am glad of it for I want you 
to be in a monſtrous good humour now Come, do 
be good humoured, and let me | have two hundred 
pounds. 

Sir Pet. What the plagoe! can't 1 be in 3 good 
bumour without paying for it—but look always 
thus, and you ſhall want for nothing.” {Pulls out 
a por let. bool. There, there's two hundred pounds 
for you, (going to #iſs ) now ſeal me a bond for 


the re-payment. 


I. Teaz. *. N note of hand will do as well. 
| | Giving her hand. 
Sir Per. Well, well, J muſt be fatisfied with 
that—you ſhan't much longer reproach-me for not 


having made you a proper ſettlement—I intend 
Hortly to ſurprize you. 


L. Teaz, Do you? You can't think, Sir Peter, 


| how good humour becomes you——Now you look juſt. 


as you did before I married you. 


Sir Pet. Do I indeed? 

x T:az. Don't you remember when you uſed 
to walk with me under the elms, and tell me ftories 
of what a gallant you were in your youth, and aſk- 
ed me if I could like an n old 3 who could deny 
me nothing. | | 

Sir Pet. Aye, and you were ſo attentive and 
obliging to me then. 

IL. Teas. Aye, to be ſure I was, and uſed to 
take your part againſt all my acquaintance ; and 
when my couſin Sophy uſed to laugh at me, for 


6 
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thinking of marrying a man old enough to be my 
father, and call you an ugly, ſtiff, formal old 
'batchelor, I contradicted her, and faid I did. not 
think, you ſo ugly by any means, and that I dar'd 
ſay, you would make a good. ſort, of a huſband, | 
Sir Pet. That was very kind of you Well, and 


you were not miſtaken, you have found it ſo, have 
not you: But ſhall we always live thus happy ? 


I. Teaz. With all my heart—Pm—T. don't care 
how. ſoon. we leave off quarrelling, provided” you 


will own-you are tired firſt; 


Sir Pet. With all my heart. 
L. Teaz. Then we ſhall be as happy as the day 


18 long, and never, never never quarrel more. 


Sir Pei. Never never never and let our fu- 
ture conteſt be, -who ſhall be moſt obliging. 

Z. Teaz. Aye! 

Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady — AAS —. 
indeed you mult keep a ſtrict watch over your tem- 


per for, you know, my dear, that in all our dif- 


putes and quarrels, you always begin firſt. © 


Z. Teaz, No, no, Sir Peter, my dear, *tis al- 


ways you that begins. 

Sir Pet. No, no—no ſuch thing. 

T. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to 
live happy if you fly out thus. 

Sir Pet. No, no—'tis you. 

IL. Teaz. No—'tis you. 5 

Sir Pet. Zounds !—l ſay tis you, 

T. Teaz. Lord! I never ſaw ſuch a man in my 


1 life —juſt what my couſin Sophy told me. 


= 
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Sir Pet. Vour couſin Sophy is a forward, per 
impertinent minx. 

L. Teaz.: You: are a very great * I am _ 
to abuſe my relations. 

Sir Pet: But I am well enough ſerved: * BOY 
ing you a pert forward, rural coquette, who had 
refuſed half the honeſt ſquires in the count. 

L. Tea. I am ſure I was a great fool for marry- 
ing you—a ſtiff, crop, dangling old batchelor, who. 


was un · married at fifty, becauſe no body would. 5 


have him. 
Sir Pet. You was very glad. to have meyou 
never had ſuch an offer before. x 
L. Teaz. Oh, yes I had—There was Sir Tivey 


Terrier, who every body ſaid would be a better 


match ; for his eſtate was full as good as yours, 


and—he has broke his neck ſince we were mar- 
ried. 


Sir Pet. Very very well, 8 an 


ungrateful woman; and may plagues light on 
me, if I ever try to be friends with you. again 


Vou ſhall have a ſeparate maintenance. 
L. Teaz. By all means a ſeparate maintenance. 
Sir Pet. Very well, Madam Oh, very well. 
Aye, Madam, and T believe the ſtories of you and 


Charles—of you and Charles, Madam were not 


without foundation. 

L. Teaz.— Take care; Sir Peter take care 1. | 
you ſdy, for I won't be ſuſpected without a eauſe, 
I promiſe you. 

Sir Pet. A divorce l 

L. Teaz. Aye, a divorce. 


C2 
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Sir Pet. Ana zZounds! I'll make an example of 
myſelf for the benefit of all old batchelors. 


L. Teaz, Well, Sir Peter, I ſee you are going 

E to be in a paſſion, fo I'll leave you, and when you 
come properly to your temper, we ſhall be the hap- 
pieſt couple in the world; and a 
rel more. Ha, ha, ha. 5 e e.. 
Sir Per. What the Devfl! can't T make her an- 
gry neither, —Pll after her—zounds—ſhe muſt not 

_ preſume to keep her temper.—No, no- ſhe may 
break my heart but damn it I'm determined ſhe 


+ 


ſhan't keep her temper. - HON Lott. 


SCENE ZIT. 


CHarLEs's Houſe. 
Euter Tap, Sir Oris, ant Moszs. 


Trip. This way, Gentlemen, this way. .—Mofes, 
what's the gentleman's name? 
Sir Oliv. Mr. Moſes, | what's my name ? [Afide. 


Moſes. Mr. Premium 
Trip. Oh, Mr. Premium—very Nat | (Ext. 
Sir Cliv. To judge by the ſervant, one would 
not imagine the maſter was ruined .—Sure this was. 


my brother's houſe. | 
Moſes. Yes, Sir—Mr. Charles . it of Mr. 


Joſeph, with furniture, pictures, &c. juſt as the 
4 | 


t. 
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old gentleman left it.— Sir Peter thought it a great 

piece of extravagance in him. | 
Sir Oliv. In my mind, the other's economy in 

ſelling it to him, was more reprehenſible by half. | 


Enter TRIP. 
Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very forry he has 


company at preſent, and cannot ſee Jou. 


Sir Oliv. If he knew who it was that wanted to 
ſee him, perhaps he would not have ſent ſuch a 


meſſage. 
Trip. Oh! yes, I told him who it was—I did- 


not forget my little Premium, no, no. 


Sir Oliv. Very well; 1551 z- and pray rut may | 
* name be? | | 
Trip. Trip, Sir; Trip, at your ſervice: 
Sir Oliv. Very well, Mr. Trip. —Vou have a 


pleaſant fort of a place here, I gueſs. 


Trip. Pretty well There are four of us, who 
paſs our time agreeably enough—Our' wages, in- 


deed, are but ſmall, and ſometimes a little in ar- 
rear We have but fifty guineas & year, and find 
our own bags and bouquets. 


|. 


Sir Oliv. Bags and ae, ca Halter and baf⸗ 
be ! 

Trip. Oh, Moſes, hark'ye—Did" you get that 
little bill diſcounted for me? 
Sir Oliv. Wants to raiſe money too !—Mercy on 


me !— He has diſtreſſes, 1 warrant, like a Lord, 
and affects creditors and duns. [Afide. 


_ Tyr not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 
[ Gives the note. 


"x 
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Trip. No! Why 1 thought when my friend 
Bruſh had ſet his mark on it, it was 2 good as. 
1 

Moſer. No, indeed, it Sl not 1 : 

Trip. Perhaps Fs could get it done by way of 
annuity. 

Sir Oliv. 1 — Sn raiſe money by 
annuity Well faid luxury, egad. LAlids. 
Moſes, Well, but you muſt inſure your place. 
Tip. Oh! Il inſure my life if you pleaſe. 
Er Oliv. That's more than I would your neck. 


[Afede.. 


; 7555 Wel, but 1 Pond like to have it done be- 
fore this damn'd regiſtry takes place; one would 
not wiſh to have one's name made public. * 
Moſer. No, eee, is chere nothing you 
could depoſit? - 
Bc rip. Why there's none of my 9 n 
Will fall very ſoon, I believe; but 1 can give a 
mortgage on ſome of his winter ſuits, with equity 
of redemption before Chriſtmas—or a pot obit on 
his blue and ſilver. Now theſe, with a few pair of 
Point 1uffles, by way of ſecurity, (bell rings com- 


ing, coming. Gentlemen, if you'll walk this 


way, perhaps I may introduce you now.—Moſes, 
don't forget the nents. inſure wy place, my 
little fellow. - 

Sir Oliv. If the man is ; the ſhadow of the aer 
| this i is the temple of diſſipation indeed. - 
[Excurt Trip, Sir Oliver and Moſes, 
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1 ; 


 ChHarLEs,, CARELESS, and GENTLEMEN, diſcovered 


drinbing. 


Cha. Ha, ha, ee Beaver you- are in the- 

right—the degeneracy of the age is aſtoniſhing ; 
there are many of our acquaintance who are men 
of wit, genius, and ſpirit, but then 3 won't 
7, 
Car. True, Charles; they fink into the more 
ſubſtantial luxuries of the table, and quite veglect 
the bottle. 
Cha. Rightsbeſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for 
inſtead of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle 
over a bottle of Burgundy; their converſation is 
become as inſipid as the Spa water they drink, which 
has all the pertneſs of Champaigne, without its ſpi- 
rit or flavour. 


Sir Toby. But what will you for to thoſe who- 


prefer play to the bottle There's Harry, Dick, 


and Careleſs. himfelf, who are under a hazard regi- 
men. 5 c . | 
Cha. *Pſhaw! no ſuch. thing What would you: 
train a horſe for the courſe by keeping him from. 
torn ?—Let me throw upon a bottle of Burgundy 
and I. never loſe ; at leaſt T never feel my loſs, and. 
that's-the ſame thing. 

1 Gent. True—Beſides, *tis wine that deter- 
mines if a man be really i in love, ; 

_ Cha. 80 it is—Fill up a dozen bumpers to a 


7 dozen | beatifies, and the that floats On the top, 18 
the girl that has bewitched You.” 
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Car... But come, Charles, you have not given us 
your real favourite. Ls) 

Cha. Faith I have withheld her 5 in com- 
paſſion to you, for if I give her, you muſt toaſt a 
round of her peers, which is n Gee l on 


earth. 


Car. Well toaſt Lins heathen det © or FEI 
| goddeſs to. match her. 


Cha. Why then bumpers—bumpers al round— 


Here's Maria Maria. Sighs ) 
, Gent. Maria—Pſhaw—give her ſir- name. 


Cha. Pſhaw— Hang her ſir name, that's too. 


formal to be regiſtered in Love's calendar. 


1 Gent. Maria then Here's Maria. 
Sir Toby. Maria Come here's Maria. 


Cha. Come, Sir Toby, have a care; you muſt 


give a beauty ſuperlative. | 
Sir Toby. Then Pll give you: 


He? —— 


Car. Nay, never heſitate.— But Sir Toby has 


got a ſong, that will excuſe him. 
Omncs. The ſong.— The ſong. 
8 ON 6. 
Here's to the maiden of bluſting fifteen, 
Now to the widow of fifty ; | 
Here's to the flaunting, extravagant quean, 2, | 
And then to the houſewife that's thrifty : 


Let the toaft paſs, drink to the laſs, 2 
I warrant 3 ll Bis an. ney for the Sali. bo 
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Here's to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damſel with none, Sir; ka 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes, 


And now to the nymph with but one, Sir.; 
| Let the 10 , paſe, Oc. 


Here s to the maid with "i 3 of ſnow,. 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry ;: 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woe,. 
And now to the damſel that's merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &'c. 


For let them be clumſy, or let them be ſlim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ;, 
o fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, . 
And cen let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, Fc. 


Tap enters and whiſpers CHARLES; 
 - Cha. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon 3. 
(riſmmg } JI muſt: leave you upon bulineſs—Careleſs,. 
take the chair. 
Car. What, this is ſome wench—but we won't 
loſe you for her. 
Cha. No, upon my honour—it is only a jew and: 

a broker that came by appointment. 

Car. A jew and a broker! we'll have 'em in. 
Cha. Then deſire Mr. Moſes to walk in. 
Trip. And little-Premium too, Sir. | 

Car. Aye, Moſes and Premium, (Exit Trip) 
Charles we'll. a the raſcals ſome generous Bur- 


gn: R / 
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Cha. No, hang it—wine but draws forth the na- 


tural qualities of a man's heart, and to make them 
drink, POR IRENE to whet their en. 


Enter Sir Orivxx and Moezs. 


Walk in, Gentlemen „walk in Trip give chairs 
fit down Mr. Premium, fit down Moſes—Glaſſes, 
Trip—Come, Moſes, I'll give you a ſentiment. 
« Here's ſucceſs to uſury ;* Moſes fill the gentle- 
man a bumper. | : 

Moſes. ** Here's ſucceſs to uſury, vos | 

Car. True, Charles ; ; ufury is induſtry, and de- 
ſerves to ſucceed. 

Sir Oliv. Then here's „ All the fucesſe i it de- 
. ferves.” 

Car. Oh, 5 me, Sir, that won't do Vou de- 
mur to the toaſt, and ſhall drink it in a pint bumper 


At leaſt. 


Moſes. Oh, pray Sir, conſider Mr. Premium is 
a gentleman. 
Car. And therefore loves FA wine, 1 A 
Tee juſtice done to the bottle—Fill, Moſes, a quart. 
Ca. Pray, conſider Gentlemen, Mr. Premium 
is a ſtranger. 
Sir Oliv. I with I was out of their company. 
FAjide. 
Car. Come aloug, my hoys, if they won't drink 
with us we'll not ſtay with them the dice are in 
the next room you'll n your buſineſs, Canrles, 
and come to us. | 
Cha. Aye, aye—but Careleſs, you mult be ready, 
perhaps I may have occaſion for you. . 


a— 


F 


Car. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or annuity, tis all 
the ſame to me. [Exit with the reſt. 
Moſer. Mr. Premium is a gentleman of the ſtrict- 


eſt honour and feerecy, and alivays performs what 


| he undertakes. Mr. Premium, this ee 


mally). 


Cha. *Plhaw ! hold your tongue my friend” 


| Moſes, Sir, is a very honeſt fellow, but a little ſlow” 


at expreſſion I ſhall cut the matter very ſhort — 
Pm an extravagant young fellow that wants to bor- 
roy money; and you; as I take it, are a prudent. 
old fellow who has got money to lend am ſuch: 


a a fool as to give fifty per cent. rather than go with-- 


out it; and you, 1 ſuppoſe, are rogue enough to 


take an hundred if you can get it.— And now we un- 


derſtand one another, and may proceed to buſineſs 
without further ceremony. 


Sir Oliv. Exceeding frank, upon my word—1 ſee 
you are not a man of eompliments. 0 


Cha. No, Sir. 
Sir Oliv. Sir, T like you the better for AY 


rer, you are miſtaken in one thing ; I have no- 


money to lend, but I believe I could procure you 
ſome from a friend ; but then-he's a damn'd uncon-- 
ſcionable dog—Is he not, Moſes ?” 


| Moſes. Ves, but you can't help that. | 
Si Oliv. And then, he has not the money by 
him, but muſt ſell ſtock at a great loſs.Muſt not 


he Moſes ? W 
| Moſes. Ves, indeed you know I always if peak. 


the truth; and. ſcorn to tell a lye. 
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Cba. Aye, thoſe who ſpeak truth uſually do— 
and Sir, I muſt pay the difference, I ſuppoſe 
why look*ye, Mr. Premium, I know that money is 
not to be had without paying for it. | | 

Sir Oliv. Well—but what ſecurity could. you 
give Lou have not any land I ſuppoſe. 

Cha. Not a mole-hill, nor a twig but What grows 
in bow-pots out at the windows, | 

Sir Oliv. Nor any ftock, I preſume. 

Cha. None but live ſtock, and they are only a 
few pointers and ponies.—But pray, Sir, are you 

acquainted with any of my connections? 
Sir Oliv. Fo ſay the truth Iam, 

Cha. Then you muſt have heard that I have a 
rich old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from 
whom I have the greateſt expectations. 

Sir Oliv. That you have a wealthy uncle I have 
heard; but how your expectations will turn out is 
more, I believe, than you can tell. 

' Cha. Oh yes, I'm told I am a monſtrous favou- 
rite ; and that he intends leaving me every thing. 


Sir Oliv. * this is the firſt 1 have heard 
of it. | : 
_ Cha. Yes, yes, he intends. making 1 me his heir 
Th he not, Moſes ? EL 

Moſes. Oh yes, I'll take my oath WP dat. . | 


Sir Oliv. Egad they'll perſuade n me preſently t that 
Tm at Bengal. (A/fide) 

Cha. Now, what I propoſe, Mr. 8 is to 
give you a poſt obit on my uncle's life. Though 
indeed my uncle Noll has been very kind to me, 


/ 


18 


1 


it 
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and upon my ſoul, I ſhall be ſincerely forry to hear 


any thing has happened' to him: 


Sir Oliv. Not more than I ſhould J aſſure you: 
But the bond you mention happens to be the worſt 


fecurity you could offer me, for I might live to be 


an hundred, and never recover the principal. 

Cha. Oh, yes you would, for the moment he 
dies, you would come upon me for the money. | 

Sir Oliv. Then I believe 1 ſhould. be the moſt 
unwelcome dun you ever had in your life. 

Cha. What, you are afraid, my little Franium, 


that my uncle is too good a life. 


Sir Oliv. No indeed 1 am not; though I have 
heard he's as heal, and as hearty, as any man of 
his years in Chriſtendom. 

_ Cha. Oh, there you are miſinformed. No, no— 
poor uncle Oliver! he breaks apace. The climate, 
Sir, has hurt his conſtitution, and I'm told he's ſo 


much altered of late, that. his neareſt relations don't 
know him. 


Sir Oliv. No! ha, ha, base much altered of 
late, that his neareſt relations would not know him. 


Fa, ha, ha, that's droll, egad. 


Cba. What, you are pleaſed to hear he is on- the 
decline, my little Premium. / | 
Sir Oliv. No, I am not—no, no, no.. 
| Cha. Yes you are, for it mends your chance. 
Sir Oliv. But I am told Sir Oliver is coming 
over—nay, ſome ſay he is actually arrived, 
_ Cha. Oh, there you are miſinformed again no 
no ſuch thing—he 1s this moment at Bengal. W ? 
I muſt certainly know better than you. 


> 
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Sir Oliv. Very true, as you ſay, you muſt know 


better than I; though I have it from very good: 


ha: ere 1 n Moſes? rY 


Sir Oliv. Buy, Bir, 3 as oF" eitlatind you want a: 


fie hundreds immediately, is there nothing that you. 


would diſpoſe of? 
Cha. How do you mean ? 
Sir Oliv. For inſtance, now; I have heard your. 


father left behind him a quantity of maſſy old plate. | 
Cha. Ves, but that is gone long ago—Moſes can 
inform you how, better than I can. 
Sir Okxv. Good lack! all the family race cups 


and corporation bowls gone! fide) It was alſo 


ſuppoſed, that his Iibrary was one of the moſt va 
luable and compleat. 

Cha. Much too large and valuable for a private 
gentleman—for my part, I was always of a com- 


municative diſpoſition, and thought it a pity to 


keep ſo much knowledge to myſelf. 
Sir Oliv. Mercy on mel knowledge that has run in 


the family like an heir-loom. Aft And pray, 
how may they have been diſpoſed of ? | 
Cba. Oh! you muſt afk the auctionier that 1 
don't believe even Moſes can direct you there. 
Moſer. No—t never meddle with books. 
Sir Oliv. The profligate ! ( Afr de) Apd i 1s there 
nothing you can diſpoſe of? 
ba. Nething—unleſs you have a taſte for old 


family pictures. I have a wm: room full of an- 


ceſtors above ſtairs. 


. yu 
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Sir Oliv. Why ſure you would: not ſell your * 
lations! 

Cha. Every ſoul of them to the beſt bidder. 

Sir Oliv. Not your great uncles and aunts. 

. erde and my . and grand-me-- 
thers. 

Sir Glo I'll never n him this. Aden | 
Why !—What !—Do you take me for Shylock in; 
the play, to raiſe money from me on your own 
fleſh and blood. | | 

Cha. Nay, don't be in a paſſion my little Pre- 
mium what is it to you, if you have your money 8 
worth? 

Sir Oliv. That's very true, as you ſay— well, 
well, I believe I can diſpoſe of the family canvas. 
PII never forgive him this. [Afide. 


Enter CARELESS. 


Car. Come, Charles, whet the dari] are you do- 
ing ſo long with the broker ?—We are waiting for 


Cha. Oh! Careleſs, you are jaſt come in time, 
we are to have a ſale above ſtair I am going to 
ſell all my anceſtors to little Premium. | 

Car. Burn your anceſtors. E 

. Cha. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he | 
will —But Careleſs you ſhall be auctionier. 

Gar. With all my heart, I handle a hammer as 
well as a dice box——a going a going. I 

Cha. Bravo !—And Moſes, you ſhall be ap- 
praiſer, if we want one. | 

Mo 255. Yes, I'll be the appraiſer. 
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Sir Oliv. Oh the profligate! - DAlide. 
Cha. But what's the matter, my little Premi- 
um? You don't ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. 

Sir Oliv. ¶ AﬀeRing to laugh) Oh, yes I do, vaſt- 
Iy—Ha, ha, ha, 1 — O the prodigal ! . 
Cba. Very true; for when a man wants“ money, 
who the devil can he make free with if he can't 


with his own relations, [ Exit. 
Sir Oliv. 9 I'Il never forgive him. 


8 | 


ACT Ir. SCENE I. 


_ — 


Enter CluantEs,. Sir 8 'Cannrnss,. and” 
| | Moss. | 


0 HARLES, 
Wark in, gentlemen, walk in—here they are— 
the family of the Surfaces up to the Conqueſt. 
Sir Oliv. And, in my opinion, a geodly collecs 
tion. | e | 
Oba. Aye, there they are, done in the true ſpirit 
and ſtyle of portrait painting, and not like your 
modern Raphael's, who will make your picture in- 
dependant of yourſelf— no, the great merit of theſe 
are, che inveterate likeneſs they bear to the origi- 
nals. All tiff and aukward as they were, and bke 
nothing in human nature heſides. | 
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Sir Oliv. Oh, we ſhall never ſee fock f gures of 


men again. 
_ Cha. I hope not—you Tay Mr. Pieminm, what 
a domeſtic man I am; here I ſit of an evening ſur- 
rounded by my anceſtors But come, let us pro- 
ceed to bufineſs—to your pulpit Mr. Auctionier— 
Oh, here's a great chair of my father's that N 
fit for nothing elle. | 

Car. The very thing—but what ſhalt F do 1 a 
hammer. 

Cha. A Bammer! (looks round) Let's ſee, what 
have we here—Sir Richard, heir to Robert—a ge- 
nealogy in full, egad—here, ' Careleſs, you ſhall 
have no common bit of mahogany—here's the family 
tree, and now you may knock down my anceſtors | 
with their own pedigree. | 

Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue wh is !—An 

expoſt facto parricide. /Afids) 
Car. Gad, Charles, this is lucky, for it will not 
only ſerve for a hammer, but a n, 5g too if we 
ſhould want it. 4 | 
g Cha. True—come, here's my- great ey Sir 
Richard Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his 
K1 day.— He ſerved in all the Duke of Marlborough's 
wars, and got that cut over his eye at the battle 
t of Malplaquet—be is not dreſſed out in feathers like 
r our modern captains,, but enveloped in wig and re- 
i gimentals, as a general ſhould be — what lay you | 
0 Mr. Premium: | 
— Moſes. Mr. Pome world han you FREE 
e | Cha. Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, 
and I'm ſure that's cheap enough for a ſtaff officer. 


* 


* 


1 
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Sir Ov. Heavens deliver me ! his great uncle 


Sir Richard going for ten Wande __— 
Sir, I take him at that price. 


_ Cha. Careleſs, knock down my uncle Richard. 


15 Car. Going, going a going gone. 

Cha. This is a maiden ſiſter of his, my great: 
aunt Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to be 
one of his beſt pictures, and eſteemed a very formi- 
dable likeneſs. There ſhe fits, as a ſhepherdeſs. 
feeding her flock-—you ſhall have her for five pounds. 
ten. I'm fure the ſheep are worth the money. 

Sir Oliv. Ah, poor aunt Deborah !i a woman 
chat ſet ſuch a value on herſelf, going for ſive pounds 
ten Aſde) Well, Sit, ſhe's mine. 

Cha. Knock down my aunt. Deborah, Carelefs. 

Car. Gone 

Cha. Here are two couſius of theits-—Moſes, 
theſe pictures were done when beaux wore n. t 
and ladies their'own hair, 

Sir Oliv. Yes, truly—bead dreſſes ſeem to have 

Deen ſomewhat lower in thoſe days. 5 d 
Cba. Here's a grandfather of my tiother's, a. 7 

judge well known on the n oircuit. What 
will you give for him: ra 
_  Mofes. Four ugh es | | ut 
| "Oba, Four guineas! why yon don't bid the | 

3 price of higwig. Premium, you have more reſpect 

for the Waol ym do let me knock him don at ye 


fifteen. * : ha 
Sur Oliv. ee | 4 


le 


* b 8 
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Cha. Here are two brothers, William and Wal- 
ter Blunt, Efqrs. both members of parliament, and 
great ſpeakers ; ; and what's very extraordinary, L 
believe this is the fixft time they were ever bought 
or fold. 
Sir Oliv. That's very extraordinary, indeed 


ell take them at your own price, for the honour of 


parliament. 


Cha. Well ſaid Premium. 5 
Car. I'll knock them down at forty pounds 


Going going gun, 

Cha. Here's a Jolly, portly fellow; I don't know 
what relation he is to the family, but he was for- 
merly mayor of Norwich, let's knock him doun at 
eight pounds. 


Sir Oliv. No, '1tbink fix is enough for a mayor. 
Oba. Come, come, make it guineas, and Pl 


throw you the two aldermen imo the bargain. 


Sir Oliv. They are mine. 

Cha. Careleſs, Enock. down the mayor and . 
—_— | 

ar.. Gone. | | 

— But hang it, we ſhall be all day at this 
rate Come, come, give me three hundred pounds, 
and take all on this fide the rom in a lump—xhat | 
will be the beſt way. 


Sir Oliv. Well, well, any thing to accommodate 
you 3 they are mine. But there is one en you 


have always paſſed over. 


Car. What, that . : looking fellow aver 
the ſettee. | 
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Sir Oh. Yes, Sir, tis that I mean—but I 


* 't think him ſo ill looking a. fellow by any 
means. 


Cha. That's the picture of my uncle Oliver 


5 Before he went abroad it was done, and is eſteemed: 


a very great likeneſs. 

Car. That yaur uncle Oliver! Then i in my opi- 
nion you will never be friends, for he 1s one of the 
moſt ſtern looking rogues. I ever beheld—he has 
an unforgiving eye, and a damn'd diſinheriting coun- 
| . Don't you think fo, little Premium? 


Sir Oliv. Upon my ſoul I do not, Sir—I think 


it as honeſt. a looking face as any in the room, dead 


or alive. —But 1 ſuppaſe. your uncle Oliver goes with 
the reſt of the Tumber.. 


Cha. Nog hang it, the old gentleman He been 


very good to me, and Tl 125 his picture as s 
as T have a room to put it in. 


Sir Oliv. The rogue's my — wa after all—I 


forgive him every. thing. /A/ide) But, Sir, I have 


ſomehow taken a fancy to that picture. 


Cha. I am ſorry for it, maſter broker, for you. 
certainly won't have it. What the devil, have you 


not got enough of the family:? 


Sir Oliv. I forgive him every thing. (Abd. 
Look, Sir, I am a ſtrange ſort of a fellow, and 


when I take a thing. in. my head I don't. value mo- 


ney : PU give you as much for that as for all the 
reſt. 

Cha. Pray don't be . tell you L 
won t part with R's and there's. an end an't. 


U TI OY TIN 


ſo 
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Sir Oliv. How like his father the dog is— I did 
not perceive it before, but I think I never ſaw ſo 
ſtrong a reſemblance.” / Afide Well, Sir, here” Sa 
draft for your ſum. {Giving a bill) 4 


Cba. Why this bill is for eight hundred pounds. 
Sir Oliv. You'll not let Sir Oliver go, then. 
Cba. No, I tell you once for all. 


Sir Oliv. Then never mind the difference, well. 
balance that ſome other time - but give me your 
hand, / preſſes iy) you are a damn'd honeſt fellow, 
Charles—O Lord ! I beg pardon; -Dirs for being ſo 
free. Come along Moſes. 

Oba. But hark' ye, Premium, you'll provide good 
lodgings for theſe gentlemen. { Going } | | 

Sir Oliv. I'll ſend for 'em in a day or two. 

Cha. And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, 
for I aſſure you moſt. of em have been uſed to ride 
in their own carriages. 

Sir Oliv. J will for all-but Oliver. 

Cha. 'For all but the honeſt little Nabob. 

Sir Oliv. You are fixed on that. 

Cha. Peremptorily. _ 

Sir Oliv. Ah the dear extravagant dog! ( Af de.) 
Good day, Sir.—Come, Moſes. Now let me ſee 
who dare call him profligate. [Exit with Moſes. 


Car. W hy Charles, this is the _ prince of 
| brokers. 

Cha. I wonder where Moſes got acquainted with 
ſo honeſt. a fellow.—But, Careleſs ftep into the 
company; l'll wait on you Preſentiy, I ſee old 
Rowley caming. 
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Car. But hark ye, Charles, don't let the fellow 
make you part with any of that money to diſcharge 


muſty ald debts. Tradeſmen you know, are: the: 


-moſt impertinent people i in. the World. 


Cha. Trueand paying them, would, only be 


encouraging them. 

Car. Well, ſettle your bulineſs, and make what 
haſte you can. : (Exit. 

Cha. Eight hundred pounds ! two-thirds of this 


ure mine by right five hundred and thirty odd 


pounds Gad, I never knew till now, that my 


anceſtors were ſuch valuable acquaintance.— Kind 
ladies and gentlemen, I am your very much obliged, 
and moſt grateful gowns fervant.. PTE to the 


Pictures) | 
Buer Rowrgv. i 


3 


Ah! 1d e you are juſt come in time to 


take leave of your old acquaintance. 
Row. Yes, Sir; I heard they were ih- 


how can you ſupport ſuch Tpirits under all your mis- 


fortunes ? 
Cha. That's 'the cauſe, Maſter Rowley—my mig- 


Fortunes are ſo many, that T can't afford to out 
with my ſpirits. = 


| Row. And can you really take leave wn your an 


ceſtors with ſo much unconeern. 


Cha. .Unconcern! what, I ſuppoſe you are ſur- 


prized that I am not more ſorrowful at loſing the 


company of ſo many worthy friends. It is very 
diſtreſſing to be ſure; but you ſee, they never move 


a muſcle, then why the devil ſhould 1? 


FW 


W 


le 
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morality, and away to old:Stanley with the money. 


Oh, here comes Rowley. 
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Row. Ah, dear Charles. 
Cha. But come, I have no time for trifling— 


here, take this bill and get it changed, and: carry 


an hundred pounds to poor Stanley, or we ſhalb 
have ſomebody call that has a better right to it. 
Row. Ah, Sir, I wiſh you would. remember the 
proverb 

Cha, ** Be: juſt, before you. are geuerous. —Why, 
ſo I would if 1 could, but juſtice is an old, lame, 


hobbling beldam, and I can't get her to keep pace 


with generoſity. for the ſonl of me. 
Row. Do, dear Sir, reflect. | 
Cha. That's very:true, as you 'ſay—bitt Rowley, 


LZxeunt. 
Enter Sir Ortver and Moss. 


. Well, Sir, I think, as Sir Peter ſuid; you 


have, ſeen, Mr. Charles in all his e tis great 
pity. he's ſo extravagant. 


Sir. Oliv. True, but he would not ſell my * 


ture.— 


Moſes. And loves wine and women 45 ons 
Sir Oliv. But he would not fell my picture. 
Moſes. And games ſo deep. 

Sir Oliv. But he would not fell my a 


* 
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Enter Rowe. 


gk wal, Si 1 find PS have huge” A * 
Aa. 


Sir Ov. . our young ry 4 pared with 


his anceſtors like old tapeſtry. 


Row. And he has commiſſioned me to-return you 


an hundred. pounds of the purchaſe money, but un- 
der your fictitious character of old Stanley. I ſaw 


a taylor and two hoſiers dancing attendance, who 


I know, will go reit, and the ur en 
would juſt ſatisfy them. 


e, Well) el, U pay, his Abts and his 


penevolence too. But now, I'm no more a broker, 


and you ſhall introduce me to the elder brother as 


old Stanley. 
Enter Ta IP. 


Mrs. 8 T1 m ith "L was 5 not in the 
; way t to ſhew you out. 1 Moſes. 


[Exit avith Moſes. 


fir Ok. There's s a fellow, now—yill you believe 
it, that puppy intercepted the Jew en our coming, 
and wanted to _ "_ Sefore. he BE» to his 
R 

Row. Indeed! | 
Sir Oliv. And they are now planning an annuity 

' bulineſs—Oh, Maſter Rowley, in my time ſervants 


were content with the follies of their maſters, when 


they were wore a little threadbare ; but now they 
bave their vices, like their birth-day-cloaths, with 


the gloſs on. | | [Execunt. 


PT ee 
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SCENE IL. 


„ 


The Apartments of Joszen SURFACE. 


Enter Jos PH and a SERVANT. 


75 No letter from Lady Teazle. 

Ser. No, Sir. | 

of. J wonder ſhe did not write if ſhe could not 
come I hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpe&-me——But 
Charles's diſſipation and extravagance are great points 
in my favour / Knocking at the ther TM if it is 
her. 

Ser. Tis Lady Teazle, Sir; 5 ſhe a 
orders her chair to the Milliner's in the next 
ſtreet. | 

Tof: Then draw that ſereen my 3 
neighbour is a maiden lady of ſo curious a tem- 
per—You need not wait. (Exit Servant. My 
Lady Teazle, I'm afraid, begins to ſuſpe& my at- 
tachment to Maria; but ſhe muſt not be acquaint- 
ed with the ſecret till I have Her more in my 


power. 


Euer Lady Tears. 


L. Teaz. What, ſentiment in Lollloquy 1.—Have 
you been very impatient now? Nay, you look 


To grave—l aſſure von I came as ſoon as L 


could. \ 
Fof. Oh, Madam, punctualiey i is a ſpecies of | 
donſtaney—a very unfaſhionable cuſtom among la- 


dies. 


D 
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Z. Teaz. Nay, now you wrong me; I'm ſure 


you'd pity me if you knew my ſituation Both ſa} 
— Sir Peter really grows ſo peeviſh, and ſo ill- 
matured, there's no enduring him; and then to ſuſ- 
pect me with Charles 

Fof. Im, glad my ſcandalous friends N up that 
report. + | LAſide. 

L. Teaz. For my part, I wiſh Sir Peter to let 
Maria marry him—Wou'dn't you, Mr. Surface. 

of. (Afide) Indeed 1 wollld not.—Oh, to be 
ſure; and then my dear Lady Teazle would be con- 
vinced how groundleſs her ſuſpicions were, of my 
having any thoughts of the filly girl. 

L. Teaz. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneer- 
well has propagated malicious ſtories about me—and 
what's very * allt too without the leaſt foun- 
dation. | 


ſcandalous Rory is believed againſt me, there's no 


end like the nien of having N | 


te | 

IT. Traz. And to be continually cenſured and ſuf. 
ed, when Tknow the integrity of my own heart 
Zit; would * e me to 8 him ſome 
grounds for it. 

TOA Certainly, —for WO a huſband grows. ſuſ- 
Picious, and withdraws his confidence from his wife, 
it then becomes a part of her duty to endeavour to 
out-wit him—You « owe it to the natural privilege | of 
Jour a 1 


9 * 

4 1 1 of 8 
In > bt ** 
R 2 . * 


a> fo Teas. Ind | . 5 Wa 
59 of. Oh yes; for your "huſband" ſhoüld never be 


4 
* 


7e. Ab! there's the milthief ;—for when a 


E 42 .> 
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F in you, and you ought to be frail i in compli- 
ment to his diſcernment. - 

L. Teaz. This is the neweſt doctrine. 

I. Very wholeſome, believe me. 

L. Teaz. So, the only way to prevent his fuſpici 
ons, 1s to give him canſe for them. 


Zope Certainly. 


I. Teas, But then, the conſciouſneſs of * inno- 


cence 


Foſ. Ah, my dear Lady Teaule, tis that conſci- 
ouſneſs of your innocence that ruins you. What is 
it that makes you imprudent in your conduct, and 
careleſs of the cenfure of the world? The conſeiouſ- 
neſs of your innocence—What is it makes you re- 
gardleſs of forms, and inattentive to your huſband's 
peace ?—Why, the conſciouſneſs of your innocence 
Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you could only 
be prevailed upon to make a trifling faux pas, 
you can't imagine how circumſpet you would 
grow. 

L. Teaz. Do you think ſo? ' 

 Fof. Depend upon it. —Your caſe at preſent, my 
dear Lady Teazle, reſembles that of a perſon in a 


| plethora—you are abſolutely dying of too much 


-health. 

L. Teaz. Why, indeed if my unde: handing could 
be convinced 

Foſ. Your underftanding!—Oh yes, your under- 
ſtanding ſhould be convinced. Heaven forbid that 
1 ſhould perſuade you to any thing you thought 
wrong. No, no, I have too much honour for 


292 
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L; . Don't vou think you may as well leave 
honour out of the queſtion ? En 
Fef. Ah, I ſee, Lady Teazle, the clieQs of your 
MT education ſtill remain. | 
enz. They do, indeed, and I RE to find 
myſelf imprudent; and if I ſhould be brought to at 
wrong; it would be ſooner from Sir Peters ill treat- 
ment of me, than from your honourable logic, I af 
ſure you. 
79. Then by this hand, which is unworthy of 
7 X neeling, a Servant enters JW hat do you 
want, you ſcoundrel? 
Ser. I beg pardon, Sir—1 thought you would 
not chuſe Sir Peter ſhould come up. 
ws (_ fe Sir Peter ! 
IL. Teaz. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone 1—What 
ſhall I do? Hide me ſomewhere, good Mr. Lo- 
gic. 
of. Here, here, behind this {creed {She rung 
behind the ſcreen ) and now reach mea book. { Sus 


down and reads. . 5 8 


+ 


Enter Sir Par ER. 


Sir Pet. Ad: there he is, ever improving himſelf 
— Mr. Surface, Mr. Surface. 

Fol. (AﬀeFing to gape) Oh, Sir Peter I rejoice 
to ſec' vou wag got over a ſleepy book here—I am 
vaſtly glad to ſce you—l thank you for this cal-—1 
believe you have not been here ſince F finiſhed my li- 
brary—Books, hooks you know, are the only thing 
I am a coxcomb in. | | 
Str Pet. Very true, indeed hy even your 


— 
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V. 
* ſcreen is a fource * knowledge — bung raund with 
| maps I ſee. Fon 

_ of. Yes, I find great uſe in that ſcreen. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, ſo you muſt when you want to 
nd find any thing 1 in a hurry. 
on Fo of- Yes, or to hide any thing in a hurry. 
at- CAfide, 
al- Sir Pet. But, my dear Friend, I want to have ſome 
private talk with you. 
8 Foſ. You need not wait. [Exit Servant. 
PE Sir Pet. Pray fit down Bath ft) My dear 
14 friend, I want to impart to you ſome of my diſtreſſes 


In ſhort, Lady Teazle's behaviour of late has 

given me very great uneaſineſs. She not only diſſi- 
1 pates and deſtroys my fortune, but I have ftrong 
hat reaſons to Nellen ſhe has formed an attachment elſe - 
where. 

of. I am unhappy to hear it. 
og Sir Pet. Les, and between you and me, I believe 
1 1 have diſcovered the perſon. 1 | 
of. You alarm me exceedingly. 
Sir Pet. I knew you would ſympathize with 

me. 
kl 5. Believe me, Sir Peter, ſuch a diſcovery 
would affect me—juſt as much as it does you. 
Sir Pet. What a happineſs to have a friend we can 
aa truſt with our famuly ſecrets——Can't you guels who 
| 87 . 
4 l 1 of. I havn't the moſt diſtant 7 WIR? can't be 
ins Sir Benjamin Backbite. 
51 Sir Per. No, no. What do you think of Char- 
our . es? 
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of. My brother! impoſſible ! can't think 
be would be capable of ſuch baſeneſs and ingrati- 
| tude. | 
Si Pet. Ah, the coodoeſe of your own mind 
makes you flow to believe ſuch villainy. 
of. Very true, Sir Peter. —The man who is con- 
ſcious of the integrity of his own heart, is ever flow 
to credit another's baſeneſs. | | 
Sir Pet. And that the ſon of my old friend mould 
a practice againſt the honour of my family. 
7%. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter. —Whew i in- 
gratitude barbs the dart ef injury, the wound feel 
| double ſmart. 


Sir Pet. What noble ſentiments He never 


'uled a ſentiment, ungrateful boy ! that I acted as 
guardian to, and who was brought up under my 
eye; and 1 never in my life refuſed my * 
vice. 

Joeſ. I don't know, Sir Peter, - 3 may be fuch 
a man—if it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of 
mine! I renounce him. I diſelaim him 


pitality, and ſeduce the wife and daughter of his 
friend, deſerves to be andes as a we to- ſo- 
ciety. 
Sir Pet. And yet, Joſeph, if I was to hls it 
public, I ſhould be only ſneered and laughed at. 
Je. Why, that's very true No, no, you muſt 
not make it public, people would tal — 


Sir Pet. Talk, —they'd ſay it was all my ow 


fault; an old doating batchelor, to marry a young 


For | 
the man who can break through the laws of hoſ- 


Iv. 
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giddy girl. "They'd paragraph me in the newſpa- 
pert, and make ballads on me. 

Jaſ. And yet, Sir — 1 can't think that my 
Lady Teazle's honour- 


Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, what's the og, 
oppoſed againſt the flattery of a handſome young fel- 
ow But Joſeph, ſhe has been upbraiding me of 
late, that T have not made her a ſettlement; and 1 
think, in our laſt quarrel, ſhe told me the ſhould not 
be very ſorry if I was dead. Now, I have brought 
drafts of two deeds for your: peruſal,” and ſhe ſhall 
find, if I was to die, that I have not been inattentive 
to her welfare while living. By the one, ſhe will en- 
joy eight hundred pounds a year during my life; 
and by the _ the We! of my. OR aftc: "wy | 
Kue 
Foſ. This ed is truly ey — 1 with of 
mayn't corrupt my pupil: l LAſde. 
Sir Pet. But J would not have her as yet wp 1 


ed with the leaſt mark of my affection. 


"Ih Nor- H—iif 1 could help it.. C Al. | 
Sir Pet. And now I have unburthened- myſelf to 


you, let us talk over your affair with Maria. 


. Joſe Not a ſyIable upon the ſubje& now. ¶ Alarm- 


ed. Some other time; I am too much affected by 
your affairs, to think of my own: For, the man 


who can think of his own happineſs, while his friend 


is in diſtreſs, deſerves to be hunted as a r- to 


ſociety. | | | 5 
Sir Pet. T am ſure of your afſeQtion for hae. 
VJuſ. Let me intreat you, Sir Peter. 


Si Pet. And though you are 0 averſe to Lady 


* 
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| Teazle' 8 knowing i it, 1 aſſure you ſhe is not your ene- 
my, and I am ſenſibly e you have made no 
further progreſs. 5 

of. Sir Peter, I muſt not ar 5 man 
who Enter Servant J. What do you want, firrah ? 
Ser, Your brother, Sir, is at the door talking to a 
gentleman ; 3 be fays he knows you are at home, that 
Sir Peter is with you, and he muſt ſee you. 

Ja. Em not at home. | 

Sir Pet. Ves, yes, you ſhall be at hame. p 

i of. ( After Some . 7 Very well, let him 
come up. Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet. Now, Joſeph, T'h hide 1 5 and do N 
you tax him about the affaix with my SO Sean, 
and {o draw the ſecret from ham. | 

70%. O fy! Sir Petere——what join i in a a plot to 
Arch my brother + 

Sir Pet. Oh : aye, to 3 your friend bie 


DE 1 he is innocent, as you ſay he is, it will give him 


an opportunity to clear himſelf, and make me very 
happy. Hark, I hear him coming Where ſhall 
1 go !—— Behind this ſereen What the devil! 
here has been one liſtener already, for I' fear | ſaw 
a petticoat. 

e (Aﬀetiing to laugh) It's very 8 
Ha l, ha! ha !—a ridiculous affair indeed—ba | ha! 
ba 1 Hark' ye, Sir Peter ¶ Pulling bim gſide.) tho? 
I hold a man of intrigue to be a moſt deſpicable cha- 
racter, yet you know it does not follow, that one is 
to be an abſolute Joſeph either. Hark'ye, tis a 
little French Milliner, who calls upon me ſome - 
times, and bearing you were coming, and having 
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Home charaRter to loſe, ſhe flipped behind the 


ſcreen. | 

Sir Pet. A French Milliner! ( Smiling ) Cimgimy 
rogue! Joſeph—Sly rogue But zounds; ſhe has 
overheard every thing that has paſſed Ea 
wife. 

Fl. Oh, Senrfearroioenice my word ĩt will . | 
ver go farther forher. | 

Sir Pet. Won't it? 

Joſ. No, depend upon it. 

Sir Pet. Well, well, if it will go no 3 
But — where ſhall T-hide myſelf? | 

Jof. Here, here, flip into the cloſet, — 
may overhear every word. 

IL. Tea. Can I Real away? (Peeping) 

Jo. Huſh! huſh! don't ſtir. 

Sir Pet. Jaſeph: tax him home. { e 3; 
Fe. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. 


I. Teaz. Can't you lock the cloſet- door? 


Jo. Not a word——youlll be diſcovered. 
Sir Pet. Joſeph, don't ſpare him. 4 
"of. For heaven's ſake lie cloſe. —A pretty ſitua- 
tion I am W man and wife in this manner. 
„ee 
Sir. Pet. "You're ſure. the little French Toner 


| 2 blab? 


Enter 8 HARLES: | 
Cha Why, how now, brother; ; your fellow deni- 


ed you, they ſaid you were not at home. What, 


have you had a jew or a weneh with you? 
Foſ. Neither, brother, neither. 


D 5 
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' Cha. But where's Sir Peter? I thought * was 
with you. 

Jof. He was, brother; but as you was com- 
ing he left the houſe. 

Cha. What, was the old 9 afraid I wanted t. to 
borrow money of him. | 

Foſ. Borrow | no, brother; but I am V to 
hear you have given that worthy man cauſe for great 
uneaſineſs. 

Cha. Ves, I am told I do chat to a gest many 
W men — But how do you mean, brother? 

Joſ. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to 
alienate the aſſections of Lady Teazle. | 

Cha. Who, I alienate the affections of Lady Tea- 
Ale! Upon my word he accuſes me very un- 
juſtly. What, has the old gentleman found out 
that be has got a young wife, or what is worſe, 
has the lady found out that ſhe has got an old huſ - 
n +; | a 

of. For ſhame, brother. 0 0 

Cha. Tis true, I did once faſpedt ber Ladyſhip 
Had a partiality for me, but, upon my ſoul, I never 
gave her the leaſt encouragement; for, you know, 
my attachment was to Maria. 
Jo. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy 
But if ſhe had a partiality for you, ſure you 
would not have been baſe enough 
Cha. Why, look ye, Foſeph, I hope I ſhall ne- 
_ ver: deliberately do a diſhonourable action; but 
if a pretty woman ſhould purpoſely throw herſelf 
in wy way, and that pretty woman ſhould hap- 
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pen to be married to a man old. enough to be her 
father— 

 Fof. What then? T” 

Cha. Why then, F believe 1 „ 
occaſion to, borrow a little of your wee, bro- 
ther. 

of. Oh fie, 8 man who can . 

Cha. Oh, that's very true, as you were going to 
obſerve,——But Joſeph; do you know that I am 
ſurprized at your ſuſpecting me with Lady Tea- 
zle. I thought * was always the favourite 
there. 

of. Me! | 

Cha. Why yes, I have ſeen you exchange ſuch 
significant glances. 2 

Zof. Pſhaw! Sos 
| Cha. Yes, I have; and don't you remember 
when I came in here, and congin. you and her 
A—— 

Foe 1 muſt ſtop him (Afede.) (Stops his mouth } 
Sir Peter has overheard every word that * have 
ſaid. 

Cha. Sir Peter! where is Ju ?—What, in ' Ws : 


cloſet—Foregad I'll have him out. 


Foſ. No, no. ( Stopping him. . | 
Cha. I will—Sir Peter Teazle, come- into court. 


Enter Sir PE. ER. 


What, my old guardian turn nn. and take 
evidence incog. 


Sir Pet. Obe me your hand, —l own, my dear 
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boy, I have ſuſpected you wrongfully ; but yon muſt 
not be angry with Joſeph, it was all my plot, and I 
ſpmall think the better of you, 8 1 _ i 
I bare overheard. ems 

"Cha. Then *tis el not hear move. 1 
it not, Joſeph ? ? 

© "Sir Pet. What you would have netortel 95 | 
=p, would you? 

© Cha. And yet you might as well Ws dulpebiol 
kim as Me. 1 58 not, Jaleph 2 | 


Enter SenvANT: | 


Ser. (Whi Hering Foſeph J——Lady Sneerwell, 
ik is juſt coming up, and Tays ſhe muſt ſee you. 

Zof. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon, T have 
company waiting for me; give me leave to contu& 
you down ſtairs. | 
' Cha. No, no, ſpeak to them in 3 room; 1 
have not ſeen Sir Peter a great while, and I want to 
talk with him. 

Joſ. Well, Il ſend away the <P and return 
immediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little 
French Milliner. | [4/ de, and Exit. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Charles, what a pity it is you 
don't aſſociate more with your brother, we might 
then have ſome hopes of your reformation; he- 8 
a young man. of ſuch fentiments.—Ah, there's 
nothing in the world ſo noble as a man of ſenti- 


ment. 
Cha. Oh, he $ztoo. man by. half; and ſo ap- 


| prehenfive of his good name, that, I dare ſay, he 
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wouk [co ab het a. RR bis hauſe as a 


wench. 
Si Pet. No, no, — wich * n 
Tho' Joſeph is not a rake, he is no ſaint. 
a. 1 a on anchorite a young her- 
mit. . 
Sir Per. Huſh, hufh ; don't abuſe him, orke may 
chanee to hear of it again. 
Cha. Why you won't tell him, will you? 


4. 


Sir Pet. No, no, but——{ have a great mind to 


dell him {Afide)—(Seems to heſitate )=—Hark'ye, 


Charles, have you a mind for a laugh at Joſeph? 
Gba. T chould _— of all IO s have 
it. 
Hir Pet. Gad PII cell him—PI be even with ſo- 
Teph for-diſcovering me in the cloſet. ——( Afge. )— 


Hark*ye Charles, he had @ girl I 


called. 
Cha. Who, Joſeph! impoſlible U 
Bir Pet. Yes, a little French Milliner, {takes Jim 
to the front) and che den ee joke is, * is now in 
the room. 
ha. The devil he 16 Where? 
Sir Pet. Huſh, Huſh,—dehind the n 
\ Cha. I'll have her out. 
Sir Pet. Na, no, * NO. 
Cha. Yes. 
Sir Pet. No. 
| Cha. By the Lord I will—-So now fort. 


E ab runt up to the fereen—ſcreon falls, at the fame 


time JosE PH enters. 
Cha. Lady Teazle, by all that's wonderful! 


* 
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+ Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible 1 


. Cha. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little French - 
Milliner-I ever ſaw.— But pray what's the meaning 


of all this? You feem to have been playing at 
hide-and-ſeek here, and for my part, I don't know 
who's in or who's out of the ſecret.— Madam, 
will you pleaſe to explain? Not- a word! Bro- 
ther, is it your pleaſure to illuſtrate ?—Morality 
dumb too !—Well, though I can make nothing 


of it, I ſuppoſe you perfectly underſtand one ano- 


ther, good folks, and ſo I'll leave you. Brother, 
am ſorry you have given that worthy man fo 


much cauſe for uneaſineſs Sir Peter, there's no- 


thing in the world ſo noble as a man of ſentiment.— 


| Ha, ha, ha! 1 : ' [Exit. | 
J. Sir Peter, notwithſtanding. appearances are 
againſt me —if if you'll give me n . 


every thing to your ſatisfaction. 
Sir Pet. If you pleaſe, Sir. 


Juaſ. Lady Teazle knowing iy Teazle— 5 
J. ſay knowing my pretenſions to your ward 
Maria —and— Lady Teazle— I ſay, knowing the 
jealouſy of my —of your temper—ſhe called in here 
in order that.. ſhe—that I might explain —what 
theſe pretenſions were And — hearing you were com- 
ing—and—as I ſaid before knowing the jealouſy of 
your temper—ſhe—my Lady 'Teazle—I, ſay -v ent 
behind the ſcreen——and—this is a full and clear: 


account of the whole affair. 
Sir Pet. A very clear account truly and 1 dare 


thy the lady will wird for the truth of every word 


of it. * 
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L. Teuz. 1 Advancing) For not one ſyllable, Sir 
Peter. 

Sir Pet. What the devil! a you on think it worth 
your 1 while to agree in the lie? 

E. Teaz. There is not one word'of truth in what 
that gentleman has been ſaying. ' » 

Joſ. Zounds, madam, you won't ruin me. 

Z. Teaz. Stand out of the way, Mr. a 
PII ſpeak for myſelf. 

Sir Pei. Aye, aye—let her alone—ſhe'll 18 a 
better ſtory of it than you did. . 

IL. Teaz. I came here with no intention of liſten- 
ing to his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of 
his pretenſions; but ſeduced by his infidious arts, at 
leaſt to liſten to his addreſſes, if not to facrifice 
his honour, as well as my own, to his unwarrantable 
defires. . 

Sir Pet. Now I believe the truth i is coming in- 
deed. 

of. What ! is the woman mad ? 

L. Teaz. No, Sir, ſhe has recovered her ſenſes. 


A Peter, I cannot expect you will credit me; but 


the tenderneſs you expreſſed for me, when I am cer- 
tain you did not know I was within hearing, has pe- 
netrated ſo deep into my ſoul, that could I have 


_ eſcaped the mortification of this diſcovery, my fu- 


ture life ſhould have convinced you of my ſincere re- 


pentance. As for that ſmooth-tongued hypocrite, 


who would have ſeduced the wife of his too credu- 


lous friend, while he pretended an honourable paſſion 
for his ward, I now view him in ſo deſpicable a light, 
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that T ſhall nexer again reſpect felt for having liſ 


tened to his addreſſes. [LExi 


l. Sir Peter Not withſtanding 4 this—Hea-. 


ven is my witneſs 


Sir Pe. That you are a xillain-——and: ſo Pl 


leave you to your meditatians 


of. Nay, Sir Peter, you muſt not leave me— 


The man ho ſhuts his ears againſt convition— 


Sid Pet. Oh, damn your ſentiments damn 


ACT v. SCENE J. 


Joszny Sukrace's Apartment. 
Enter Jos n and a SERVANT» 


| N Joskrn. 
/ Ma. e mould you think I would dee 
Mr. Stanley ! you know well enough he comes in- 
treating for ſomet hing. 

Ser. They let him in before Lknew of it, ang old 
Rowley 4 is with him. 


Fof. *Plhaw, you viedkhocd ; 1 am ſo diſtracted 


with my own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to 
Tpeak to any one — but ſhow the fellow up. (Huil 
Servant.) Spre fortune never played a man of my 
policy ſuch a trick before My character ruined 


an 


N 


Wo 

e. 
* 

n=. 


. © . 


2 
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with Sir Peter my hopes of Maria loſt—I'm in a 
pretty humour to liſten to poor relations truly—1 
ſhan't he able to beſtow even a benevolent ſentiment 
on old Stanley. Oh, here he comes; I'II retire, 
and endeavour to put a little charity i in my face how- 


Mr LExit. 


Fin Sir OxtvEs and RO WIE T. 
Sir Obv. What, does he avoid us? That, was | 


him, was it not? 
Ro. Yes, Sir; but his -verves are too FOR to 
bear the fight of a poor relation: I ſhould bom come 


| firſt to break the matter to him. 


Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves yet this. is he 
whom Sir Peter extols as a man of a moſt benevolent 
way of thinking. 

Row. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative e 
lnec as any man in the kingdom, though he is not 
ſo ſenſual as to indulge himſelf in the exerciſe of it. 

Sir Oliv. Ves, he has a firing of n I ſups 
pole, at his fingers ende. | 
Row. And his favourite one is, That charity beging 
at home, 

Sir Oliv. And his, I 8 is of that de 
ſort, which never ſtirs abroad at all. 

Row, Well, Sir, Pll leave you to introduce your- 
ſelf as old Stanley; I muſt be here again to announce 
you in your real character. 

Sir Oliv. True And you'l afterwards meet me 1 
Sir Peter s. 

Row. Without loſing 2 moment. [Ei Romlexe 
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7 Ohio. Here he comes I don't like the com- 
enger of. his features 


. 


„ you molt obetint; £ "MW — for: 
* er 1 pre- 


Keeping you a moment- 


ſume. 

Sir Oliv. fe your ſervice, Si 5 25 

Jaſ. Pray be ſeated, Mr. . I fitreatyon, 
Sir. 

d, Olib. Dear Sir there's no docaſtdon. Too ce- 
rem onious by half. £2 „„ [Afede. 


Fo. Though I have not the pleaſure of your ac- 


quaintance, I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well. 


Tthink, Mr. Stanley, you was ny” related to 11 


N ue e 


Sir Oliv. I was, Sir; fo nearly, an my 1 | 
poverty I fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy 
2 elſe I e not Nee to trouble you 


now. : 


2 Ah, Sir, gous mention that—For the man 
who is in diſtreſs has ever a right to elaim kindred 
with the wealthy ; ; I am ſure I wiſh I was of that 
number, or that it was in my | comin to afford _ 


even a {mall relief. © 8 


S. Oliv. If your uncle sir Oliver was tte I 


ſhould have a friend: 


Hoſe I wiſh he was, Sir, you ſhould not want an 


advocate with him, believe. me. 
Sir Oliv. I ſhould not need one; my diftreſſes 


4 would recommend me. But I: imagined his boun- 


hn Wy, Mad wp 


1 


e- 


” 


. 
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ty had enabled you” to be the agent of his cha- 
rities. 

Foſ. Ab, Sir, you are miſtaken; avarice, ava- 
rice, Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age; to be ſure it 
has been ſpread abroad that he has been. very bounti⸗ 
ful to me, but without the leaſt foundation, though 
L never choſe to contradict the report. 

Sir Oliv. And has he never remitted you l 
rupees, or pagodas? 

Fof. Oh, dear Sir, no ſuck thing; I wed indeed 
received ſome trifling preſents from him, ſuch as 
ſhawls, avadavats, and Indian crackers;- nothing 
more, Sir. 

Sr Oliv. There's gratitude far twelve thouſand 
deus ( Afide) Shawls, ME and Indian 
crackers. 

Foſe Then there's my brother, Mr. Sey! one 
would ſcarce believe what I have done for that un- 
fortunate young man. 

Sir Oliv. Not I for one. Af de )_ * 

of. Oh, the ſums 1 have lent him Well, 
twas an amiable weakneſs I muſt ow I can't de- 
fend it, though it appears more blameable at preſent, 
as it prevents me from ſerving you, Mr. en 
my heart directs. 

Sir Oliv. Diſſembler—{ Aft 4:)—Then you cannot 
aſſiſt me. 

Fo. I am very unhappy to ſay tis not in my 


power at preſent; but you may depend upon 


hearing from me: when TI. can be of any ſervice to. 


you.. * 


Sir Oui. Sweet Sir, you are too good. 
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Fo: Nat at all, Sir; to pity without, the power 
to relieve, is ſtill more painful than to aſk M be 
denied. Indeed, Mr. Stanley, you have deeply af. 
fected me, Sir, your maſt devoted; I wiſh you 
health and ſpirits. 


Sir Oliv. Your ever grateful aud pergetual (bows 


ing bow) humble ſeryant. 
Ja. Jam extremely ſorry, Sir, for your misfor- 
tunes—Here, open the door—Mx. Stanley, your 1 
devoted. 
Sir Oliv. Your moſt 1 et. Charles, you 
are my heir. | [Afide and Exit. 
72 J This is another of the evils that attend a 
man's having ſo good à character It ſubjects him 
to the importunity of the neceſſitous The pure and 
ſterling ore of charity, is a very expenſive article in 
the catalogue of a man's virtues; whereas, the ſenti- 
mental French plate I uſe, anſwers the purpaſe full 
as well, and pays no tax ( Gaing , 


_ Exter Rowrxx. 
| Roww. Mr. Surface, your moſt obedient ; T wait 


on you from your uncle, who is juſt arrived. 0 Gives 


Sim a note. 
He *. How! Sir Oliver arrived Ae, Mr. 
. call back Mr. Stanley. 


Rozw.. It's. too late, on, I met him going out of 
#he houſe, 

of. Was ever any thing 10 unfortunate ! / Af ae) 
EA dope my uncle has enjoyed good health and 
23: Hiri 


my 


Ves- 


fr. 
of 


te ) 


od 
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Row. Oh, very Food, Sir; he bid me inform 
you he'II wait on you within this half hour. | 


of. Preſent him my kind love and duty, and 
affure him I'm quite impatient to ſee him. Bows 


ing} 


Row. I thall, Sir. [Exit Rowley. 
Fof. Pray do, Sir. (Bows )—This was the moſt 
curſed piece of ill luck; [Exit Jeſeph. 
Seb 12 


Sir PETER TzazLE*s Houſe: 
Euter Mrs. CAx OUR and Maids 
Maid. Indeed, Madam, my lady will fee no one 


dt preſent. 


Mrs. Can. Did you tell her it was her friend Mrs 
Candour? 

Maid. T did, Madam, and ſhe begs to * excuſ- 
ed. 

_ Mrs. PIN Go again, for I am ſure he muſt be 
greatly diſtreſſed. Exit Maid) How provoking to 
be kept waiting I am not miſtreſs of half the 
circumſtances: —TI ſhall have the whole affair in 


the newſpapers, with the parties names at full 


length, before I have dropped the ſtory at a dozen 
houſes, 


"Enter Six enen Bicks BITE. © | 
Mrs. Can. Oh, Sir Benjamin, I am glad you 


4 
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are come ; have you heard of Lady Teazle's affair? 
Well, I never was ſo N I am ſo diſtreſſ. 
ed for the parties. 
Sir Benj. Nay, I can't ſay I pity Sir Peter, he 
was always ſo partial to Mr. Surface. 
Mrs. Can. Mr. Surface! Why, it was Charles. 
Sir Benj. Oh, no, madam, Mr. Surface was the 
gallant. | 
Mrs. Can. No, Charles was the lover; and Mr. 
Surface, to do him juſtice, was the-cauſe of the dif. 
covery: he brought Sir Peter, and 5 
ir Benj. Oh, my dear — no ſuch thing; 
or I had it from one 
Mrs. Can. Ves, and I had it Si one, that had 
it from one that knew- 
Sir Benj. And I had it from one—— 
Mrs. Can. No ſuch thing. But here comes 
my Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps ſhe may have heard 
the particulars. 


\ 


Enter Lady SNEERWELL. 


Z. Steer. Oh, dear Mrs. Candour, here 1 is a ſad 
affair about our friend Lady Teazle. 
Mrs. Can. Why, to be ſure poor thing, I am 
much concerned for her. 
L. Sneer. J proteſt ſo am 1 ohgh J muſt con- 
feſs ſhe was always too lively for me. 
Mrs. Can. But ſhe had a great deal of "PRO 
Sir Benj. And had a very ready wit. 
Mrs. Can. But do you-know all the particulars? 
¶ To. Lady Sneerwell.) 


. 


r. 
il. 


know half the affair 
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Sir Benj. vet * could have ſuſpected. Mr. Sur- 
Face ? | 

Mrs...Can. Charles you mean. 
„ Benj. No, Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, 'twas Charles. 

L. Sneer. Charles! 

Mrs. Can. Ves, Charles. _ 

Sir Benj. I'll not pretend to diſpute with you, 
Mrs. Candour ; but be it as it may, 1 hope Sir Pe- 
ter's wounds won't prove mortal, 


Mrs. Can. Sir Peter's wounds! what ! did. 7 


ght, 1 never heard a word of that. 


Sir Benj. No! 

Mrs. Can. No! 

L. Sneer. Nor. I, a Fable: Do, dear Sir Benja- 
min, tell us. 

Sir Benj. Oh my dear madam, then you don't 
—Why—why—Pl tell you 
Sir Peter, you muſt know, had a long time ſuſpected 
Lady Teazle's viſits to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Can. To Charles you mean. 
Sir Benj. No, Mr. Surface and upon going to 


his houſe, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sir, ſays 
Sir Peter, you are a very ungrateful fellow. 


Mrs. Can. Aye, that was Charles. 1 
Sir Banj. Mr. Surface. — And old as 1 am, ſays 


he, 1 demand immediate ſatisfaction: upon this, 


they both drew their ſwords, and to it they fell. 


Mrs. Can. That muſt be Charles, for, it is very 
unlikely that Mr. Surface ſhould Abbt him i in his own 
houſe. > 


bir Ben. : Sdeath, nao, not at all. Lady 
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Teazle, upon ſeeing Sir Peter in ſuch danger, ran 

out of the room in ſtrong hyſterics, and was followed 
by Charles, calling out for hartſhorn and water. 


They fought, and Sir Peter received a wound in his 
ri Sur ſide * the thruſt of a ſmall fword. | 


. 

Enter Cunntnns, 1 b 

Crab. Piſtols! piſtols ! nephew. 5 1 

Mrs. Can. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, I am glad you are | 

come; now we ſhall have the whole affair. 6 
Sir Benj. No, no, it was a ſmall ſword, uncle. 

Crab. Zounds, nephew, I fay it was a piſtol. * 

Sir Benj. A thruſt in ſecond through the ſmall guts, lit 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax. I 

Sir Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle it was a Ti 


ſmall ſword. "EN \ | 

Crab. 1 tell wa it piſtol— 
fer any body to know any thing but yourſelf. 
was a piſtol, and Charles 

Mrs. Can. Aye! I knew it was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, uncle. 

Crab. Why zounds, 1 ſay it was Charles, mult 
no body ſpeak but yourſelf. [TI tell you how the 
whole| affair was. 

ego . Aye do, & en Us. 

Sir Benj. I ſee my uncle knows nothing at all bon 
the matter. 

Crab, Mr. Surface, you niuſt know, 8 came 
Ute from Salt-hill, where he had been the evening 
before with a particular friend of his who had a foi 
at Eton; his piſtols were left on the bureau, and 


—Won't you ſuf. 
It 
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unfortunately loaded, and on Sir Peter's taxing Char- 
fog indeed 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, you mean. 

Crab. Do, pray nephew, hold your tongue, ſt 
let me ſpeak ſometimes—TI ſay, Ladies, upon his 
taking Charles to e and * him with the 
baſelt ingratitude 

Sir Benj. Aye, Ladies, I told you Sir Peter taxed 
him with ingratitude. | 

Crab, They agreed each to takea piſtol They 
fired at the ſame inſtant——Charles's ball took place, | 
and lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's miſſed, and 
what is very extraordinary, the ball grazed againſt a 
little bronze Shakeſpear that ſtood over the chim- 
ney, flew off through the window at right angles, 
and wounded the poſt man, who was juſt come to 
the door with a double letter from Northampton- 
„„ 5 3 
Sir -Benj. I heard nothing of all this I muſt own. 
Ladies, my uncle's account is more circumſtantial, 
though I believe mine is the true on. 

L. Sneer. I am more -intereſted in this affair than 
ks 3 and muſt have better information. 

LAſide, and Exit. 

K Benj. Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very eaſily ac- 
counted for. | 

Crab. Why, yes; they do bp that's nei- 
ther here nor there. 

Mrs. Can. But, pray where is Sir Peter now? 1 
hope his wounds won't prove mortal. „ 

Crab. He was carried home immediately, and 


E 


4 * 


1 


"has given poſitive orders to be denied to even 
body. 
Sir Beni. And 1 believe Lady Teaule i is s attending 
kim; 
Met. Can. I do believe fo too. 
Crab. CORE" met one e of the faculty 81 
came in. 
Sir Benj. Gad To! and here he comes. 
Crab. Yes, yes, that's the Doctor. 
Mrs..Can. That certainly.muſt be the phyſicians 
"mow we ſhall get information. 


| Enter Sir Ouurzn 1 — 


Dear Doctor how is your patient? 

Sir Ben T hope his wounds are not mortal. 

Crab. Is he in a fair way of recovery? 

Sir Benj. Pray, Doctor, was he not wounded by 
a thruſt of a ſword through the ſmall guts ? 

Crab. Was it not * a bullet that lodged in the 
"thorax ? 

Sir Benj, Nay, pray anſwer me. 

Crab. Dear, dear Doctor peak. (All pulling 
Bim.) | 
Sir Oliv. Hey, hey, good people, are you al 
"mad?—Why, what the devil is the matter !— 
word through the ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged 
in the thorax ! What would you all be at? 

Sir Beni. Then, perhaps, Sir, ig are not a doc 
tor. 
Sir Oliv. If 1 am, Sir, 1 am to khuak * for 
my degree. 

| Crab. Only a n fiend, I ſuppole. 
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Sir Oliv. Nothing more, Sir. 

Sir Benj. Then, I ſuppoſe, as you are a friend, 
you can be better able to give us ſome account of his 
wounds, 2 

Sir Oliv. Wounds ! 

Mrs. Can. What ! havn't you heard he was 
wounded ?—the ſaddeſt accident. | | 
Sir. Benj. A thruſt with a ſword through the ſmall 

guts. 

Crab. A bullet i in the thoran, | 

Sir Oliv. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I be- 
ſeech you—You both agree, that Sir n! is dan- 


gerouſſy wounded. 
Crab. Az b 
h . 
Sir Benj. $7 ye, aye, we bot agree in that 


Sir Ohv. Then I will be bold to ſay, Sir Peter 
is one of the moſt imprudent men in the world, 
for here he comes | waking as if nothing had mw 
pened. n 


Enter Sir PRT ER. 
My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk 
about in this condition; you ſhould go to bed, 
you that have had a ſword through your ſmall guts, 
and a bullet lodged in your thorax. 
Sir Pet. A ſword through my ſmall guts, and a 
bullet lodged in my thorx. 
Sir Oliv. Ves, theſe worthy FER would have 
killed you without law or phyſic, and wanted to 


dub me a Doctor, in | order to make me an accom- 
plice. 


Sir Pet. What is all this? 
E 2 
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Sir Benj. Sir Peter, we are all very glad to find 
the ſtory of the duel is not true. 
Crab. And exceedingly ſorry about your other 
-misfortunes. | 
Sir Pet. So, ſo, all over the town already. 
[Afide, 
Mrs. Can. Though, as Sir Peter was ſo good a 
huſband, I pity him ſincerely. | 
Sir Pet. Plague of your pity. 
Grab. As you continued ſo long a batchelor, you 
Was eee blame to marry at all. 
Sir Pet. Sir, I deſire you will conſider this is my 
own houſe. 
Sir Benj. However you muſt not be offended at 
the jeſts you'll meet on this occaſion, - 
Crab. It is no uncommon caſe, that's one thing: 
Sir Pet, I inſiſt upon being maſter here.: In plain 
terms I defire you'll leave my houſe immediately, 
Mrs. Can. Well, well, Sir, we are going, and 
you may depend upon it, we ſhall make the beſt of 
the ſtory. LExit. 
Sir Benj. And tell how hardly you have been treat- 
ed. 
Nui Pa. Leave my houſe direckly. 
[Exit Sir Benjamin. | 
Crab. And IO patiently you bear it. 
5 IE Crabtree. 
Sir Pet. Leave my 'houls; I ſay Friends, fu- 
ries, there is no wg it! 7 ” 


Enter were: 


Sir Ohv. Well, Sir Peter, I have ſeen. my Nephews. 
15 . ; 4. ; | ) 


de, 
E 


in. 


ce, 
fu- 
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Row. And, Sir Oliver is convinced, 5 Four judg- 
ment is right after all. 

Sir Oliv. Aye, Joſeph is the man; 

Roa. Such ſentiments. 

Sir Oliv. And acts up to the att he pro- 
feſſes. 

Row. Oh, *tis ediſication to hear him talk. | 

Sir Oliv. He is a pattern for the young men of: 
the age. But how comes it Sir Peter, that you 
don't join in his praiſes? 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live in a 3 'd wicked: 


world, and the fewer we praiſe the better. 


Sir Oliv. Right, right, my old friend But was 
you always ſo moderate in your judgment! 

Roo. Do you ſay ſo, Sir Peter, who was ne- 
ver miſtaken in your life ? | 

Sir Pet. Oh, plague of EN” Fi 1 
you are acquainted with the whole affair. 

Row. J am indeed, Sir.—-T met Lady Teazle re- 
turning from Mr. Surface's ſo humbled, that ſhe- 
deign'd to beg even me to become her advocate. | 

Sir Pet. What! does Sir Oliver know it too? 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, every circumſtance. 

Sir Pet. What! about the cloſet and the ſcreen? 

Sir Oliv. Yes, and the little French Milliner too 
I never laughed more in my life. 

Sir Pet. And a very pleaſant jeſt it was, 

Sir Oliv. This is your man of ſentiment, Sir Pe- 
ter, 1 85 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn his ſentiment. 

Sir Oliv. Lou muſt have made a pretty appear- 
ance when Charles dragged you out of the cloſet. 


I ſuppoſe- 
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Sir Pet, Ves, yes, that was very diverting. 

Sir Oliv. And, egad Sir Peter, I ſhould like to to 
have ſeen your. face when the ſcreen was thrown 
down, EE 

Sir Pet. My face when the ſcreen was thrown 
down ! oh yes !—There's no bearing this. [Afide. 

Sir Oliv. Come, come, my old friend, don't be 
vexed, for 1 can't help laughing for the ns of me. 
Ha! ha! ha! | 

Sir Pet, Oh, laugh on—I am not ag no, 
it is the pleaſanteſt ching i in the World. To be the 
ſtanding jeſt of all one's acquaintance, ? tis the happi- 
eſt ſituation imaginable. 

Row, See, Sir, youder's my Lady Teazle com- 
ing this way. and in tears, let me beg of you to be 
reconciled. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, Pl Fi Rowley to mediate 


between you, and take my leave, but you muſt make 1 


| haſte after me to Mr. Surface's, where I go, if not 
to reclaim a Fenin, at leaſt to expoſe bypocriſy. 
LExit. 

Sir Pet. U de with you at the diſcovery; I ſhould 
like to ſee it, though it is a vile unlucky place for 
diſcoveries. Rowley, ( looking out he is not coming 
this way. 

Row. No, Sir, but ſhe has left he room "IS 
open, and waits your coming. | 

Sir Pet. Well, certainly mortification. i is very be · 


coming in a wife. Don't you think I had beſt let 


ber pine a little longer. 
_ Oh, Sir, that's being too ſevere. 
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Sir Pet. T don't think ſo; the letter I found from 
Charles, was evidently intended for her. 

Row. Indeed, Sir Peter, you are mueh miſtaken. 
Sir Pet. If I was convinced of that—See, Maſter 
Rowley, ſhe looks this way—What a remarkable ele- 
gant turn-of the head ſhe has—1 have a good mind 
to go to her. N 

Row. Do, dear Sir. 

Sir Pes. But when it is known that we are recon- 
ciled, I ſhall be laughed at more than ever. 

Row. Let them laugh on, and retort their malice 
upon themſelves, by ſhewing them you-can be happy 
in ſpite of their flander 

Sir Pet. Faith, and fo I will, Maſter Rowley, 
and my Lady Teazle and I may ſtill be the happieſt 


couple —in the country. 


Row. O fye, Sir Peter, he that lays alk ſufpi- 


| con 


Sir Pet. My dear Rowley; if you have any re- 


gard for me, never let me hear you utter any thing. 
like a ſentiment again; I have had enough of that 


ro laſt me the remainder of my life. [ Zxeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Josern's And 


Enter Joserg and Lady SNEERWBLL, 
Z. Sheer, Impoſſible ! will not Sir Peter be imme» 
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diately rooriabiled! to Charles, and no W oppoſe 
/ his union with Maria. | 

Fofc. Can paſſion mend it? 
T. Sneer. No, nor cunning neither. I was a fool 
to league with ſuch a blunderer. 

J. Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, I am the greateſt 
ſufferer in this affair, and yet, you lee, J bear it with, 
calmneſs. 

L. Sneer. Becauſe the 8 does not 
reach your heart ; your intereſt was only concerned. 
Had you felt for Maria, what I do for that un- 
fortunate libertine your brother, you would not 
be diſſuaded NO . __ — in on 
power. / 

Foſ. Why will you 4 at me for the + dilappoint 
ment: 


L. N Are you not the b ? Had you not a 


ſufficient field for your roguery in impoſing upon Sir 


Peter, and ſupplanting , your brother, but you muſt 
endeavour to ſeduce his wife? I hate ſuch an ava- 
rice of crimes z *tis an unfair monopoly, 1 never 


; — 


proſpers. 
Foſ. Well, Town I am to W have ee 
from the direct rule of wrong. Vet, I cannot think 
circumſtances are ſo bad as er n appre- 
hends. | 
I. Sneer. No! 
Jſ. You tell me you have made another trial of 
Snake, that he ſtill proves ſteady to our intereſt, and 
that he is ready, if occaſion requires, to fwear to a 
contract having paſſed between Charles and your 
| — | 


2 


y 
Ir. 


d- 


I told you 3 Mr. Stanley, that it was not in 


ed, and perhaps he might. 
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L. Sneer. And what then? 

of. Why, the letters which have been ſo care- 
fully circulated, will corroborate his evidence, and 
prove the truth of the aſſertion. But I expe& my 
uncle every moment, and muſt beg your OY to 
retire into the next room. | 

L. Sneer. But if he ſhould find you out. | 

Hſe I have no fear of that—Sir Peter won't tell 
for his own ſake, and I ſhall ſoon find out Sir Oliver's 
weak fide. * 

L. Sneer. Nay, J have no doubt of your abilities, 
only be conſtant to one villainy at a time. | 

Jo. Well, I will, I will. Exit Lady Sneer- 
well)——Tt is confounded hard though, to be bait- 
ed by one's confederates in wickedneſs—{ tnacking} 
Who have we got here? My uncle Oliver, I ſup- 
poſe—Oh, old Stanky _ How comes he here? 
He * not ſtay 


Enter Six 8 


my power to relieve you. 


Sir Oliv. But I hear, Sir, that Sir 8 is arrive” 


7%. Well, Sir; you cannot ſtay now, Sir; but 
any other time, Sir, you ſhall certainly be relieved. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, Sir Oliver and I muſt be acquaint» 
ed. 

Jo of.” I muft inſiſt upon your going. Indeed, Mr: - 
Stanley you can't ſtay. 

Sir Oliv, Poſitively I muſt Tee Sir Oliver. 
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Foſ. Then Dau you than's ſtay. | 
[Puſoing Bim out. 


Enter Cranes. 


Cha. Hey day! what's the tes? Why, who 
the devil have we got here? What, my. httle Pre- 
mium. Oh, brother, you muſt, not hurt my little 
broker. But, hark' ye, Joſeph, what, haye you 
been, borrowing money.too? 

70%. Borrowing money! no brother: We Ex» 
pect my uncle Oliver here every minute, ad! Mr. 
Stanley inſifls upon ſeeing him. 4 

Cha. Stanley! Why his name is 8 

Fa of. No, no.! 1 tellyou his name is Stanley. | 

(Cha, But 1 tell you again his name is Premium. 

1 It don't fignify what his name is. 


Cha. No more it don't, as you ſay brother, for I 


ſuppoſe he goes by half an hundred. names, be ſides 
A. B. at the coffee houſes. But old Noll muſt not 
come and catch my little broker here neither. 

Fef. Mr. Stanley, I beg 
Cha. And 1 beg, Mr. Premium 
Feſ+. You muſt go indeed, Mr. Stanley. 
Cha. Aye * muſt go Mr. Premium. 


[Both puſhing him. 


| Enter Sir Diving EY TzazLE, Maria aid 
 RowLey. 


Sir. Pe. What, my old friend Sir Oliver! what's 


the matter — In the name "of wonder were there ever 
two ſuch ungracious, nephews, to aſkult. their uncle 
at his firſt viſit. 
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Z. Tras. On my word, Sir, it was well we came 
to your reſcue. . 

Foſs Charles! 

Cha: Joſeph ! 

/t Now our ruin is complete. 

Cla. Very! | 

Sir Pet. Vou find, Sir Oliver, your neceſſtous · 
character of old Stanley could not protect you. = 

Sir Oliv. No! nor Premium neither: The neceſ-- 
ſities-of the former could not extract a-ſhilling from 


| that benevolent: gentleman there; and with the other 


L ood: a worſe chance than my anceſtors, and had 
like to have been knocked down without being bid 
for. Sir Peter, my friend and Rowley, look upon 
that elder nephew of mine; you both know what 1 
have done for him, and how gladly I would have 
looked upon half my fortune as held only in truſt for 
him. Judge then of my ſurpriſe and diſappoint- 
ment, at finding him deſtitute of truth, N and 
gratitude: . 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I ſhould be as wich ſurpriſe 
as: you, if I did not already know him to be artful, 
{ſelfiſh and hypooritical. 

L. Trax. And if he pleads not guilty to all this, 
let him call on me to finiſh his character. 

Sir Pet. Then I believe we need not add more, 
for if he knows himſelf, it will be a ſufſicient puniſſi- 


ment for him, that he is known by the world. 


Cha. If they talk this way to honeſty, what will 
they ſay to me by and by. Aide. 
Sir Oliv. As for that profligate there 
Pointing to Charles. 


/ 
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"her, Aye, now comes my turn; the damn'd fa. 


mily pictures will ruin me. Aid. 


Je, Sir * will you honour me with a hear- 
ing? J 

Char. Now, if Joſeph would ks one wy - bis 
long ſpeeches, I ſhould have time to recolleQ my- 
ſelf. | {0005 72 [ 4fide. 

Sir Pet. I ſuppoſe you a would undertake to * 

yourſelf entirely. | 

\Fof. I truſt I could, „ 1 

Sir Oliv. Pſhaw; (turns away Hom FIR J ai I 
ſuppoſe you could juſtify yourſelf too. (To Charles.) 

Cha. Not that I know of, Sir. 

Sir Oliv, What, my little Premium was let too 
much into the ſecret! 
Cba. Why yes, Sir; but tay were —_ ſecrets, 
and ſhould go no further, - 

. Row, Come, come, Sir Oliver, 1 am ſure you 
cannot look upon Charles's follies with anger. 

Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravity neither. Do 
you know, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been ſell- 
ing me his anceſtors : 1 have bought judges and ſtaff. 


officers by the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as old 


china. (During this ſpeech Charles laughs behind his © 


hat. 7 

Ca. Why, that 1 3 made hive, with the Gunily 
canvas is true, my anceſtors may riſe in judgment 
_ againſt me, there's no denying it; but believe me 
when I tell you (and upon my ſoul I would not ſay it, 
if it was not ſo) if I don't appear mortified at the 
expoſure. of my follies, it is, becauſe I feel at this 


« 


me 
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moment the warmeſt ſatisfaction, at ſeeing you, my 
liberal benefactor. ¶ Embraces him. 

Sir Oliv. Charles, I. forgive you; give me your 
hand again, the little ill-looking fellow over the ſet- 
tee has made your peace for you, 

Cha. Then, Sir, my gratitude to the original is 
ſtill increaſed, 

L. Teaz. Sir Oliver, here is covcher with whom 
T dare ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be recon- 


ciled. 


Sir Oliv. T have heard of that attachment before, 
and with the Lady's leave—if I conſtrue right that 
bluſh— | | 

Sir Pet. Well, child, ſpeak for yourſelf. 

Maria. I have little more to ſay, than that I 


wiſh him happy, and for any influence I might 


once have had over his. affections, I moſt willing- 


ly reſign them to one who has a better claim to 


them. 
Sir Pet. Hey, what's the matter now? while 


he was a rake and a profligate, you would hear of ; 
nobody elſe; and now that he is likely to reform, 


you won't have him. n the — of all 
this ? | 
Maria. His own heart, and Lady nn can 
beſt inform you. — 
Cba. Lady Sneerwell! 
Zof. J am very ſorry, brother, I am obliged to 
ſpeak on this point, but juſtice demands it from me z 
and Lady Sneerwell's wrongs can no longer be con- 


cealed. 1 


- 
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: Enter: Lady SNZEERWELL. 
Sir Pet. Another French Milliner !—T believe he 
has one im every room in the houſe: | 
L. Sneer. Ungrateful Charles! well you may ſeem 
econfounded and ſurpriſed” at the indelleate ſituation to 
which your perfidy has reduced me. | 


Cha. Pray uncle is this another of your plots, for, 


as I live, this is the firſt I ever heard of it. 


Fe 5. There 1 is but one 9 1 believe, neceſſary | 


to the buſineſs. 

Sir Per. And that witneſs is Mr. Snake - Vou 
were perfectly in the right in bringing him with you. 
Let him appear. 

Roco. Deſire Mr. Snake to walk in EY is rather 
unlucky, Madam, that he ſhould be brought to oon- 
1. and not ſupport your Ladyſhip. 


Enter SNARE. 


FA Sheer: I. am ſurpriſed! whats. ſpeak- villa! 
have you too conſpired againſt me? 
Snake, I beg your, Ladyſhip- ten thouſand. par- 


dons; I muſt on you paid me very liberally for the 


| lying queſtions, but I have unfortunately been offer- 
ed double for ſpeaking the truth. 
Sir Pet. Plot and counterplot I, give your indy- 


ſhip much joy of your-negociation. 


L. Sneer. May the torments of deſpair. 5 4 


pointment light upomyou all. Going.) 
L. Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneerwell ; before you go, 
give me leave to return you thanks, for the trouble 


E 
1 
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you and this gentleman togk, in writing letters in 
my name to Charles, and anſwering them yourſelf ; 
and, at the ſame time, I muſt beg you will preſent 
my compliments to the ſcandalous college, of which 
you are preſident, and inform them, that Lady Tea- 
zle, licentiate, returns the diploma they granted her, 
as. ſhe leaves eff practice, and kills characters no- 
longer. . 
L. Sneer, Yau tao,. Madam! Provoking inſolent 2 
may your huſband live theſe fifty years. [Exits 
L. Teaz. Oh Lord, what a malicious ereature- 
it is! 
Sir Pet. Not for her laſt wiſh I hw 
L. Teaz. Ob, no, no, no-. 6 
Sir Pet. Well, Sir What have you to ſay for 


yourſelf? (To Joſeph) 


Jaſ. Sir, I; am ſo confaunded that Lady Sneerwell 
ſhould impoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr. Snake, 
that L know not what to lay——but——leſt her ma- 
lice ſhould prompt her to injure my brother had 
better follow her. | Exit. 

Sir. Pet. Moral to the laſt. 

Sir Oliv. Marry her, Joſeph, marry her is you. 


can — Oil and vinegar—You'lt-do very well together. 


Row. Mr. Snake, 1 believe, we. have no further- 


occaſion for: you. 


| Snake. Before I go, I muſt beg it of. theſe 
good ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble 1 
have been the humble inſtrument of cauſing. 

Sir Pet. You have made amends by your open con- 
feſſion. 


f 
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Snale. But I muſt: beg i it as a n that i it may” 


never be ſpoken of. 

Sir Pet. What! are you aſhamed of n done 
one good action in your life. 

Snale. Sir, T requeſt you to confider that I live by 
the badneſs of my character, and if it was once known 
that I had been betrayed into an honeſt action, T' 
ſhould loſe every friend I have in the world. [ Exit. 
Sir Oliv. Never fear, we ſhan't traduce you by 

| laying any thing i in your praiſe. 
Sir Pet. There's a ſpecious rogue for you. 

L. Teaz. You ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great 
perſuaſion to reconcile your nephew and Maria, 

Sir Oliv. So much the better, I'Il have the wed- 
ding to-morrow morning. 

Sir Pet. What, before you aſk the girl's conſent. 

Cha. I have done that a long time ſince above 
a minute ago —and ſhe look'd. 


Maria. O fie, Charles proteſt, . Sir Peter, | 


there has not been a word ſaid. . 
| Sir Oliv. Well, well, the leſs the better (joining 
5 their hands 7 there —and may n _ never know 


abatement: - 


Sir Pet. And may you „e as r — * 


Lady Teazle and I——intend to do. 
Cba. I ſuſpect, Rowley, I owe much to oe: 
Sir Oliv. You do indeed. | 
Row. Sir, if I had failed in my a to 


ſerve you, you would have been indebted to me for 


the attempt. But, deſerve to be happy, and you 
overpay me. N | 


uh mul hs ws 
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Sir Pei. Aye, honeſt Rowley * ſaid you would 


reform. 

Cha. Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, L ſhall 
make no promiſes, and that I take to be the ſtrongeſt 
proof that J intend ſetting about it. But here ſhall 
be my monitor, my gentle guide. Can I leave 
the virtuous path thoſe eyes illumine? 

Though thou, dear maid, ſbould't wave thy beau- 

ty's ſway, 5 


Thou ſtill muſt rule, becauſe I will obey ;, 


An humble fugitive from folly view; 
No fanctuary near but love—and you. 


Jou can indeed, each anxious fear remove, 


For even Scandal dies if you approve. 
[7 a the audience... 
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EPILOGUE. 


WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 


AND SPOKEN BY MRS. ABINGTON,. 


IN THE CHARACTER: OF LADY TEAZLE»s 


J, who was late ſo volatile and gay, 
Like a trade wind, muſt now: blow all one way 5 
Bend all my cares, my fludies, and my vows, 
To one old ruſly weather«cock—my ſpouſe . 
So wills our virtuous bard—the pye-balPd Bayes: 
Merying epilogues, and laughing plays. 

Old batchelors, who marry ſmart young wives, 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ! 
Each bring his dear to town—all faults upon her 
London will prove the very ſource of honayr 3 
Plung d fairly in, like a cold bath it ſerves, 
While principles relax—to brace the nerves... 
Such is my caſe—and yet I muſt deplore 
That the gay dream of diſipation c o'er ; 
And ſay, ye fair, was every lively awife, 
Born æuith a genius for the hight life, 
Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom ; 
Like me condemned to ſuch. a diſmal doom? 
Save money hen I jut know how to waſte it + 
Leave London, juft as I began to taſte it ! 
Mut I then watch the early croauing cock 2 
T he melancholy ticking of a clock ? 


EPILOGUE.. 
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h the Toe _ hall for ever ends, LY: 


With dogs, cats, rats, and ſqualling brats mapa F 
With humble curates can I now retire ? 
( While good Sir Peter boowes with the Yyuire) 


Aud as back-gammon mortify my ſoul, - 


T hat pants for Loo, or flutters at a-vole H. 
Seven the main dear ſound !—thou muſt erpire, 


Loft at Bot. cocl ls round a Chri mas fire ! 
The tranſient hour of faſhion too ſoon ſpent, 


« Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content !. 4 
% Farewell the plumed head—the cuſhion'd tete, 


% That takes the cuſhion from its proper ſeat ! 


. The welcome viſitor's approach deaute,/ © 


* The ſpirit flirring drum card drums I mean 
« Spadille, odd Trick, Pam, Baſto, Fae and Queen 7 
« And You ye Enockers, that with brazen throats. 


*. * nw q 


4 Farewell All quality of high renown - 
. Pride, pomp and circumſtance of glorious to un 


« Farewell Hour revels 7 partake no mores 


„And Lady Teazl's occupation's o'er | fp? 


All this. I told our bard,. he A. d. and * 2 
clear, 1 7 

4 ought to play deep tragedy n next year . 

Mean while he drew wiſe morals from his Pau. 


i 


And in theſe ſolemn periode Hall away * 


« Bleft were the fair, like you. her. faults. evbo fopts.. 
And clo#d her follies when the curtain dropt ! Es 


« No more in vice or error td engages, - 


1 Or ple the * at large on We s great flage i” 


* 
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MADAM, . 


IN requefling your permiſſion to addreſs the follows 
ing pages to jou, which as they uim themfelves is be 
critical, require every protection and allowance that 
approving taſte or friendly prejudice can give them, 
J yet ventured to mention no other -motive than the 
gratification private fiiendſbip and eſteem. Had 
1 ſuggeſied a hope that your implied approbation 
world give u ſanction to their defetts, your particu= 
lar reſerve, and diſlike to the reputation of critical 
ige, as well as of poetical talent, would have 
made you refuſe the protection of your name to ſuch 
a purpoſe. However, I am not fo ungrateful as 
now to attempt to combat this diſpaſition in you. I 
ſhall not here preſume to argue that the preſent ſtate 
F poetry claims and expefts every afſiflance that 
taſte and example can afford it. nor endeavour 29 
prove that a faſtidious concealment of the maſt ele- 
gant produttions of judgment and fancy is an ill re- 
turn for the poſſeſſion of thoſe endowments. — Conti- 
nue to deceive yourſelf-in the idea that you are known 


\ 


DEDICATION, + 


only to be eminently admired and regarded for the 


valuable qualities that attach private friendſhips, 
and the graceful talents that adorn converſation, 


Enough of what you have awritten, has, ſtolen into 


Full public notice io anſwer my purpoſe ; and you 
will, perhaps, be. the only perſon, corverſant in ele- 
gant literature, who ſhall read this addreſs, and 
not perceive, that by publiſhing your particular ap- 
probation of the following drama, I have a more in- 
tergſted object than to boaſt the true reſpect and re- 
gard with which 


I have the honour-to be, © 
Your very foncere, 


And obedient humble ſervant, 


R. B. SHERIDAN. 


ps N P ROLOGUE. 
a | 3 . 1 


nto : 
| BY THE HONORABLE -, 
you | 
.. RICHARD FITZPATRICK. 
nd | — — 
* THE Sifter Muſes, * theſe ie obey, 
285 Who er the Drama hold divided ſqavay, 
re- Sometimes, by evil counſellors, *tis aid 


Like earth-born potentates have been m eds 
In thoſe gay days of wickedneſs and wit, 
When Villiers criticiz'd what Dryden æurit, 
| The Tragic Queen, to pleaſe a taſteleſs 3 
Had learned to bellow, rant, and roar jo loud, 
That frighten'd Nature, her beſt friend before, 
The bluſPring beldam's company forſwore: 
Her comic Siſter, woho had wit tis true, 

| With all her merits, had her failings too; 

And would ſometimes in mirthful moments uſe - 

N A Kyle too flippant for a well-bred Muſe. 

1 Then female modęſiy abaſh'd, began 
To ſeek the friendly refuge of the fan, 
A while behind that ſlighit entrenchment flood 
b; Tull driv'n from thence, ſhe left the ſlage for goed. 
In our more pious, and far chaſter tiries ! 
Theſe ſure no longer are the Muſe's crimes ! 
But ſome complain, that, former faults to ſbun, 
The reforqation to extremes has run. 
The frantic hero's wild delirium paſty 

Now inſipidity ſucceeds bombaſt ; 


PROLOGUE. 
So flow Melpomenc's cold numbers treep, PE 
Here dullneſs ſeems her drowſy court to keep, 
And cue, are ſcarce awake, whilſt you are ſaſt Aueh. 
Thalia, once fo ill-behav'd and rude, 
Neform' d; is now become an arrant prude, 
_ Retailing nightly to the yawning pit, 
'T he pureſt morals, undefiÞd by vit 
Our Author offers in theſe motley ſcenes, 
A flight remonſtrance to the Drama's "Queens, 
Mor let the goddeſſes be over nice; 
Free ſpoken ſubjects give the beſt advice. 
Although not quite a novice in his trade, 
His cauſe to-night requires no common aid. 
To this, a friendly, juft, and pow'rful court, 
T come Anibaſſador to beg ſupport. 
Can he undaunted, brave the critic*s rage? 
In civil braile, wwith brother bards engage? 
Hold forth their. errors to the public eye, 
Nay more, &en News-papers themſelves defy ? 
Say, muft his fingle arm encounter all! 
By numbers vanquſh*d, e' en the brave may A ; 
And though no leader ſhould ſucceſs diflruſt, 
Whoſe troops are willing, and whoſe cauſe ts juſt ; 
To bid ſuch hoſts of angry foes defiance, 
His chief dependance muſt be, your alliance. 
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\ ACT. IL. . SCENE Z. 


Je. and Ari. 3 at: Breakfaſt, and dh 


en 


N Dangle ( reading. 5 


6 Tres to Lord North.“ “ Letter the ſceond!, 
« on the State of the Army.” —*Pſhaw ! To the 
& firſt L. daſh D. of the A— dath Y.“ Ge- 
e nuine Extract of a Letter from St. Kitt's,”— 
« Coxheath Intelligence. It is now confident- 
« ly afferted that Sir Charles Hardy.” —Pſhaw! 


Nothing but about the fleet, and the nation !— 


and I hate all politics but theatrical e 
Where's the Morning Chronicle? s 
Mrs. Dani Yes, that's your erh 
Daw. So, here we have it, 1 
Theatrical intelligence extraordinary,” e 
44 hear there is a new tragedy in rehearſal at Drury- 


Eane Theatre, call'd the Spaniſh Armada, ſaid 


126 | THE CRITIC. Aer! 


* to be written by Mr. Puff, a gentleman well known 
in the theatrical world; if we may allow ourſelves 
<« to give credit to the report of the performer, 
% who, truth to ſay, are in general but indifferent 
© judges, this piece abounds with the moſt firiking 
et and received beauties of modern compoſition.” — 
So! I am very glad my friend Puff's tragedy is in 
ſuch forwardneſs.— Mrs. Dangle, my dear, you will 
be very glad to hear that Puff's tragedy-—— 
Mrs. Dan. Lord, Mr. Dangle, why will you 
plague me about ſuch nonſenſe ?—Now the plays are 
begun I ſhall have no peace.—lIsn't it ſufficient to 
make yourſelf ridiculous by your paſſion for the the. 
atre, without continually teazing me to join you? 
Why can't you ride your. hobby-horſe without de- 
firing to place me on a pillion behind you, Mr. 
Dangle ? | 
Dan. Nay, my dear, I was only going to read 
Mera. Dan. No, no; you never will read any 
thing that's worth. liſtening to: you hate to hear 
about your country; there are letters every day with 
Roman Ggnatures, demonſtrating the certainty of an 
invaſion, and proving that the nation is utterly un- 
done But you never will read any ching to entertain 


One. 


Das. What has: a woman to do with politics, bis, 

Dangle ? ; 
Mrs. Dan. And what have you to do with the 
theatre, Mr. Dangle ? Why ſhould you affect the 
character of a Critic? I have no patience with you !— 

haven't you made yourſelf the jeſt of all your Wa 
ance by your interference in matters where you have 
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no buſineſs? Are not you call'd* a theatrical Quid- 


nunc, and a mock Mzcenas to. ſecond-hand au- 


thors ? 

Dan. Frue; my power with the Managers is pret- 
ty notorious ; but is it no credit to have applications 
from all quarters for my intereſt ?—From lords to re- 


commend fidlers, from ladies to get boxes, from au- 
thors to get anſwers, and from actors to get engage. 


ments. 

Mrs. Dan. Yes, truly; you 1 contrived to get 
a ſhare in all the plague and trouble of theatrical 
property, without the profit, or even the credit of. 
the abuſe that attends it. - 

Dan. I am ſure, Mrs. Dangle, you are no loſer 
by it, however; you have all the advantages of it: 
—mightn't you, laſt winter, have had the reading of 
the new Pantomime a fortnight previous to its per- 
formance? And doesn't Mr. Foſbrook let you take 
places for a play before it is advertis'd, and ſet you 


down for a Box for every new piece through the ſea- 


ſon? And didn't my friend, Mr. Smatter, dedicate 


his laſt Farce to you at my F requeſt, Mrs. 


Dangle ? 
Mrs. Dan. Ves; but wasn't the Farce damn'd,. 


Mr. gs oh ? And to be ſure it is extremely pleaſant 
to have one's houſe made the motley rendezvous of all 


the lackeys of literature! — The very high change of 


trading authors and jobbing critics !—Yes, my draw- 
ing room is an abſolute regiſter- office for candidate 
actors, and poets without character ; then to be con- 


tinually alarmed with Miſſes and Ma'ams piping hif- 
teric changes on Juliets and Dorindas, Pollys and 
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Ophelias; and the very furniture trembling at the 
probationary ſtarts and unprovok'd rants of would. be 


Richards and Hamlets !—And what is worſe than 


all, now that the Manager has monopoliz'd the 
Opera- houſe, haven't we the Signors and Signoras 

Calling here, fliding their ſmooth ſemibreves and gar. 
_gling glib diviſions in their outlandiſh throats—with 

foreign emiſſaries and French ſpies, for ought 1 know, 

"Gifguiſed like fidlers and figure dancers! 

Dan. Mercy! Mrs. Dangle} _ 


' Mrs. Dan. And to employ. yourſelf f o za at ſuch 


an alarming criſis as this too when, if you had the 
leaft ſpirit, you would have been at the head of one 
of the Weſtminſter aſſociations—or trailing a volun- 
teer pike in the Artillery Gr ound !—But you—o' my. 
* Enlcience,. ] believe if the French were landed to- 
morrow, your firſt enquiry would be, whether they 
had brought a theatrical, troop with them. 


. Dan. Mrs. Dangle, it does not Ggnify—T fay the 
Rage 1 is „the Mirror of Nature,” —and the actors 


are oe the Abſtract, and brief Chronicles of the 
Time: —and pray what can a man of ſenſe ſtudy 
better ?—Beſides, you will not eaſily perſuade me 


that there 1s no credit or importance in being at the 


head of a band of critics, who. take upon them to 

decide for the whole town, whoſe opinion and pa- 
tronage all writers ſolicit, and whoſe recommenda- 
tion no manager dares refuſe ! 


"Mrs. Dan. Ridiculous !—Botk managers and au- 


thor 's of the leaſt merit, laugh at your pretenfi ions. 


ys he Public 1 is their Critic—without whoſe fair ap- 
Probation they know no play can reſt on the ſtage, 
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and with whoſe applauſe they welcome ſuch attacks 

as yours, and laugh at the malice of them, where 

they can't at the wit. | ö 
"Did Very well, Madam—very well.. 


Enter SERVANT»: 


Serv. Mr. Sneer, Sir, to wait on you. 
Dan. O, ſhew Mr. Sneer up. [Exit Servant. 


Plague on't, now we muſt appear loving and affecti- 


onate, or Sneer will hitch us into a Korp. 
Mrs. Dan. With all my heart; you can't be more 
ridiculous than you are. | 
Dan.. You are enough to provoke 


Enter Mr. SN EER. 


—Hah! my dear Sneer, I am vaſtly glad to fee you. 


My dear, here's Mr, Sneer. 
Mrs, Dan. Good morning to you, Sir. 


Dan. Mrs. Dangle and I have been diverting our- 5 
ſelves with the papers. Pray, Sneer, won't you go 
to Drury- lane theatre the fir ri night of Puff's tra- 


gedy ? 


Sneer. Ves; but I ſuppoſe one ſhav't be able to 
get in, for on the firſt night of a new piece they al- 
ways fill the houſe with orders to ſupport it. But 


here, Dangle, I have brought you two pieces, one 


of which you muſt exert yourſelf to make the Mana- 


gers accept, I can tell you that, for tis written by a 
perſon of conſequence. 
Dan. So! now my plagues are beginning! 
Sneer. Aye, I am glad of it, for now you'll be 
happy. Why, my dear Dangle, it is a Pleaſure to 
F 5 


r 
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Tee how yau enjoy your voluntcer fg and your 


ſolicited ſolicitations. 
Dan. It's a great trouble—yet, egad, its pleaſant 


too. Why, ſometimes of a morning, I have a do. 


zen people call on me at breakfaſt time, whoſe faces 
I never ſaw before, nor ever deſire to ſee again. 
) Sneer. That muſt be very pleaſant indeed! 

Dan. And not a week but I receive fifty letters, 
and not a line in themabout any buſineſs of my own, 

Sneer. An amuſing correſpondence! 

Dan. ¶ Reading.) ** Burſts into tears, and exit,” 
What, is this a tragedy ? | 

S$neer. No, that's a genteel comedy, not a tranſla- 
tion—only taken from the French; it is written in a 
ſtile which they have lately tried to run down; the 
true ſentimental, and nothing ridiculous, 1 in 1t from 
the beginning to the end. 

Mrs. Dan. Well, if they had kept to that, I 
mould not have been fuch an enemy to the ſtage, 
there was ſome edification to be poo from thoſe pieces, 


_- Mr. Sneer! 


Sneer. 1 am quite of your opinion, Mrs. Dangle; 
the theatre, in proper hands, might certainly be 
made the ſchool of morality ; but now, I am ſorry 
to ſay it, people feem to go there principally for their 
entertainment? | | 

Mrs. Dan. It would have been more to the credit 
of the Managers to have kept it in the other line. 

Sneer. Undoubtedly, Madam, and hereafter per- 

haps to have had it recorded, that in the midſt of a 
luxurious and diſſipated age, they preſery'd te 


odd 
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houſes in the capital, where the converſation was al- 
ways moral at leaſt, if not entertaining! 

Dan. Now, egad, I think the worſt alteration is 
in the nicety- of the audience.—No double entendre, . 
no ſmart inuendo admitted ; even Vanburgh and 
Congreve oblig'd. to — a. bungling reforma- 
tion! 

Snter. Yes, and our prudery in + this me is juſt 
on a par with the artificial baſhfulneſs of a courte zan, 
who increaſes the bluſh upon her cheek. in an exact 
proportion to the diminution of her. modeſty. 

Dan. Sneer can't even give the Public a good 
word !—But what have we here This ſeems a very 


Sneer. O, that's a comedy, on a very new plan; 
replete with wit and mirth, yet of a moſt ſerious mo- 
ral! You ſee it, is call'd © The Reformed Houſe- 


breaker; where, by the mere force of humour, 


houſebreaking is put into ſo ridiculous a light, that if 
the piece has its proper run, I have no doubt but that 
bolts-and bars. will be entirely uſeleſs by the end of 
the ſeaſon... _ | 

Dan. Egad, this i is new ed] N 

Sneer. Ves; it is written by a particular friend of 
mine, who has diſcovzred that the follies and foibles 
of ſociety, are ſubjects unworthy the notice of the 
Comic Muſe, who ſhould-be taught to ſtoop only at 
the greater vices and blacker crimes of humanity— 
gibbeting capital offences in five acts, and-pillorying 


petty larcenies in two.—In ſhort, his idea is to dra- 


matize the penal laws, and make the Stage a court- 
of eaſe to the Old Bailey. 
Dan. It is truly moral.. 
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Enter SERVANT 
. Sir Fretful Plagiary, Sir. | 


Dan. Beg him to walk up. Exit Servant.) 


5 Mrs. Dangle, Sir Fretful Plagiary is an au- 
thor to your own taſte. 

Mrs. Dan. I confeſs he is a favourite of mine, be- 
cauſe every body elſe abuſes him. 


- Sneer —Very much to the credit of your charity, 


Madam, if not of your judgment. | 
Dan. But, egad, he allows no, merit to any au- 
thor but himſelf, that's Ws truth on e he s my 
friend. * | 

| Sneer. Never.—He f is as envious as an öl mail 
verging on the deſperation of fix-and-thirty ; and 
then the inſidious humility with which he ſeduces 
you 1 to give a free opinion on any of his works, can 
de exceeded only by the petulant arrogance with 
which he is ſure to reje& your obſervations, 
Dan. Very true, egad—tho” he's my friend. 
Sneer. Then his affected contempt of all newſpaper 
ſtrictures; tho', at the fame time, he is the ſoreſt 


man alive, and ſhrinks like ſcorch'd parchment from 


the fiery ordeal of true criticiſm : yet is he ſo covet- 
© ous of popularity, that be * rather he abuſed than 
not mentioned at all. 


Dan. There's 8 no 1 8 it - though he 18 ; my 


friend. 
© Sneer, You have read the tragedy he has 5 
Eniſhed, haven't vou? 8 
Dan. O yes; he ſent it to me yeſterday, 


\ 


u- 


Ce 
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Sneer. Well, and you think it execrable, don't 
? | | | 

Dan. Why, between ourſelves, egad, I muſt own 


tho' he's my friend—that it is one of the moſt 


He's here [4d] —finiſhed and moft admirable Per- 


orm 
[Sir Fretful, without.) Mr. Sneer with n did 


vou ſay? . | C 


Enter Sir Haas 
Ah, my dear friend! —Egad, we were juſt Feng 


bf your ies a — Admirable, Sir Fretful, admira- 


ble! 
§neer. You never did any thing beyond it, Sir 
Fretful—never in your life. 

Sir Fret. You make me extremely happy ;—for 
without a compliment, my dear Sneer, there isn't a 
man'in the world whoſe judgment I value as I do 
yours—and Mr. Dangle's. | | 

Mrs. Dan. They are only 8 at you; Sir 
Fretful; for it was but juſt now that—— — 

Dan. Mrs. Dangle !==Ah, Sir Fretful, you know 
Mrs Dangle. My friend Sneer was rallying juſt now 
— He knows how ſhe admires you, and—— | 

| bir Fret. O Lord am ſure Mr. Sneer has more 
taſte and Gncerity than to——A damn'd double-fac'd 


fellow! | [Afide. 


Dan. hes yes—Sneer will e e a better hu- 
mour'd pac aaa 
Sir Frei. o, I know. 
Dan. He has a ready turn for ridicule—his wit 
eoſts him — — 


/ 
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Sir Frei. No, egad—or I ſhould wonder how he 
 Eaine by It. Nen. 
Mr. Dan. Becauſe his jeſt is e at the ex- 
pence of his friend... 

Dan. But, Sir Fretful, have you ſent your play 
to the managers yet ?—or can I be of any. nige to 
vou? 

Sir Fret. No, no, I thank you; * believe the 
piece had ſufficient recommendation with it.—I 
thank you tho. I ſent it to the manager of Covent- 
Garden Fheatre this morning 

Sneer. I ſhould have thought now, that it mi ;ght 
have been caft (as the actors call it) better at Drury- 


Lane. TD ; 
Sir Fret. O ind! no— never ſend. a play ow 
while 1 live—harkee ! [ Whiſpers Sneer, 


. Sneer... Writes hiinſelf 2 "A he does 

Sir Fret. 1 ſay nothing I take away from no 
man's merit am hurt at no man's good fortune 

ſay nothing.— But this I will ſay— through all my 
knowledge of life, I have obſerv'd— that there is 


not a paſſion ſo Rronghy rooted. in the human heart 
- . asenvy! | 


' Sneer. 1 believe you. baue reaſon "5h 8 — you 9 

indeed. 5 

Sir Fret. 8 can tell you it is ndt always ſo 

Jafe to leave a play in the hands of rhoſe who write 

themſelves. | \ | 
Sneer. What, they may Neal from them, hey, my 

dear Plagiary ? ? 

Sin Fret. Steal !——to beſure they may; 20, : 

cad, ſerve 2 beſt thoughts as gypfies do „ 


4 
is 


2 
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children, diafigure them to make dem paſs for tei: 


OW. 
Sneer. But your preſent work is a ſacrifice to Mel- 


pomene, and he, you know, never 

Sir Fret. That's no ſecurity;—A ZW Ne pla- 
giariſt may do any thing. Why, Sir, for ought I 
know, he might take out ſome of the beſt things in 
my tragedy, and put them into his own comedy. 

Sneer. That might be done, I dare be ſworn. 

Sir Fret. And then, if ſuch a perſon gives you the 
leaſt hint or affiſtance, he is deviliſh apt to take * 
merit of the whole, — 

Dan. Tf it ſucceeds. 

Sir Frei. Aye—but with regard to this piece, I 
think I can hit that e for I can lately {wear ' 
he never read it. R 

Sneer. I'll tell you how you may hurt him more 

Sir Fret. How? 

Sneer. Swear he wrote it. 

Sir Fret. Plague on't now, Games. 1 mall take it 


| all, Il believe you want to take away my character 


as an author 
Sneer. Then Iam Lure n ought to be very much 
oblig*d to me. 
Sir Fret, Hey !—Sir !— 
Dan. O you know, he never means — * he ſays. 
Sir Fret. Sincerely then you do wee. the piece? 5 
Sneer. Wonderfully ! 
Sir Fret. But come now, there muſt be ſomething 
that you think might be mended, hey ?—Mr. Dan- 
gle, has nothing firuck you ? 
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Dan . Why Mich; it is but an ungracious Ao 
for the ok part tone | 

Sir Fret. — With moſt authors it is ; Jul. ſo indeed; J 
they are in general ſtrangely tenacious 1-—But, for 
my part, T am never ſo well pleaſed as when a judi-. 
eious critic points out any defect to me; for what is 
the purpoſe of ſhewing a work to a friend, if 222 
don't mean to profit by his opinion? 

Sneer. Very true —Why then, tho? I "Terioully 
admire the piece upon the whole, yet there is one 
mall obſection; which, if you'll give me leave, I'll 
mention. 

Sir Frei. Sir, you can't oblige me more.. 
Sneer. 1 think it wants incident. 
Sir Fret. Good God !—you ſurprize me wants 


incident! v— 
Sneer. "Yeo; 3 1 own 1 think the incidents are too- 


few. 

Sir Fret. Good God'!=Betteve me, . Sneer, 
there is no perfon for whoſe judgment I have a more 
implicit deference. —But I proteſt to you, Mr. Sneer, 
T am only apprehenſive that the incidents are too 


crowded —My dear Dangle, * does it ſtrike 


Pub: 


Fou? 


Dan. Really 1 can't agree with my friend Sneer.. 
I think the plot quite ſufficient ; and the four firſt 
acts by many degrees the beſt I ever read or ſaw in 
my life. If I might venture to ſuggeſt any thing, it 
is, that the intereſt rather falls off in the fifth 
Sir Fret. — Riſes; I believe you mean, Sir. 
Dan. No; I don't, upon my word. 
Sir Fret. Ves, yes, you do, upon my ſoul—it cer- 
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tainly don't fall off, I nn no, it don't 
fall off. 

Dan. Now, Mrs. Dangle, didn t Tu ſay it ſtruck 
you in the ſame light? 

Mrs. Dan. No, indeed, I did not—TI aid not ſee 
a fault in any part of the play from the beginning to 
the end. 

Sir Fret. Upon my ſoul the women are the beſt 
judges after all ! 

Mrs. Dan. Or if I made any objection, I am ſare 
it was to nothing in the piece; but that I was afraid 
it was, on the whole, alittle too long. 

Sir Fret. Pray, Madam, do you ſpeak as to dura- 
tion of time ; or do you mean that the ſtory is nd | 
ouſly ſpun out? | 

Mrs. Dan. O Lud! noi—l ſpeak only with re- 
ference to the uſual length of acting plays. 
Sir Fret. Then I am very happy very happy in- 
deed—becauſe the play is aſhort play, a remarkably 


ſhort play -I ſhould not venture to differ with a lady 


on a point of taſte; but, on theſe occaſions, the 
watch, you know, is the Critic. 

Mrs. Dan. Then, I ſuppoſe, it muſt have been 
Mr. Dangle's drawling manner of reading it to me. 

Sir Fret. O, if Mr. Dangle read it! that's quite 
another affair But I aſſure you, Mrs. Dangle, the 
firſt evening you can ſpare me three hours and an half, 
Ill undertake to read you the whole from beginning 
to end, with the Prologue and Epilogue, and allow 
time for the muſic between the acts. 

Mrs. Dan. I. hope to ſee it on the ſtage next. 

Dan, Well, Sir Gs I wiſh you may be able 


\ 


— 
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to get rid s cally of the * criticiſms as you 
do of ours. — _ 

Sir Fret. The Newſpapers si, they are the 
moſt villainous—licentious—abominable—inferna]_ 
Not that I ever read them No— make it a rule 
never to look into a-newſpaper. 

Dan. You are quite right—for it certainly muſt 
hurt an author of delicate feelings-to.ſee the libertics 
they take. 5 | | 

Sir Fret. No !—quite the contrary ;—their abuſe 
is, in fact, the beſt panegyric—lI like it of all things, 
An author's Ant 18 ue in danger from their 
ſupport. 

Sneer. Why that's — that attack now on 
you the other day 

Sir Fret.— What? where? 

Dan. Aye, you mean in a paper of bei: . 
was completely ill-natur'd to be ſure. 

Sir Fret. O, ſo much the better. —Ha ! ha! ha! 
Al wou'dn't have it otherwiſe. 

Dan. Certainly. it is only to be laugh'd at; for 

Sir Fret. —Vou don't happen. to recollect whit 
the fellow ſaid, do you? 

Sneer. Pray, Dangle—Sir Fretful files: a little 
anxious 

Sir Frei. —O Lud, no I—anxious— not I— not 


the leaſt.—I— But one may as well hear you know. 


Dan. Sneer, do you recolle& ?—Make out ſome- 


thing. LAlida 
Sneer. I will, {To Dangle.)—Yes, yes, I. re- 


member perfectly. 
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Sir Fret. Well, and, pray now—Not that it fig- 
niſies what might the gentleman ſay? 


§neer. Why, he roundly aſſerts that you 83 
the ſlighteſt invention, or original genius whatever; 


tho' you are the greateſt — of all other authors 


living. 
Sir Fret. Ha! ha! ha N goed 1 
Sneer. That as to Comedy, you have not one idea 


of your own, he believes, even in your common 


place-book—where {tray jokes, and pilfered witti- 
ciſms are kept with as much method as the ledger of 
the loſt-and-ſtolen office. 

Sir Frei. Ha! ha! ha !—very pleafant!. 

Sneer. Nay, that you are ſo unlucky as not to have 
the ſkill even to /eal. with taſte, —But that. you glean 
from the refuſe of obſcure volumes, where more judi- 
cious plagiariſts have been before you; ſo that the 
body of your work is a compoſition of dregs and ſe- 
diments—like a bad tayern's worſt wine.. 

Sir Fret; Ha! ha! | 

Sneer. In your more ſerious efforts, he fays, your 
bombaſt would be leſs intolerable, if the thoughts 
were ever ſuited to the expreſſion ; but the homeli- 
neſs of the ſentiment ſtares thro” the fantaſtic encum- 
brance of its fine language, like a clown in one of tlie 
new uniforms! +» | 

Sir Fret. Ha! ha! 

Sneer. That your occaſional tropes and flowers ſuit 
the general coarſeneſs of your ſtile, as tambour Tprigs 
would a ground of linſey-wolſey ; while your imita- 
tions of Shakeſpeare reſemble the mimicry of Fal- 


190 THE CRITIC. Aer i. 


ſtaff's Page, and are about as near the ſtandard of the 
original. 
Sir Frei. Ha! 


Sneer. —In n . even the fineſt paſſages you 


Real are of no ſervice to you; for the poverty of 


your own language prevents their aſſimilating; ſo 


that they lie on the ſurface like lumps of marl ona 


barren moor, encumbering what it is not in their 
power to fertilize !— 


Sir Fret. ( After great agitation. $a ano- 


ther perſon would be vex'd at this. 

Sneer. Oh! but I wou'dn't have told you, m7 to 
divert you. | hw) 

Sir Fret. I know it— I am AH. ha! 


ha !—not the leaſt invention en: ha! ha! very 


good very good 
Sneer. Ves no genius! Ha! ha! ha! 


Dan. A ſevere rogue! Ha! ha! ha! But you 


are quite right, Sir Fretful, never to read ſuch non - 
ſenſe. 


Sir Fret. To be ſure—for if there is oy thing to. 


one's praiſe, it is a fooliſh vanity to be gratified at it, 


and if it is abuſe, why one is always ſure to hear of 


it from one damn'd good natur'd friend or another! 


Enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Sir, there is. an Italian gentleman, with 
French interpreter, and three young ladies, and a 
dozen muſicians, who fay they. are ſent by Lady 
Rondeau and Mrs. Fuge. 

Dan. Gadſo! they come by appointment. Dear 
Mrs. Dangle, do let them know I'll ſee them directly. 


Ac 


det 


it 


400 1. „ at 

Mrs. Dan. You know, Mr. Dangle, I ſhan't un- 
derſtand a word they ſay. 

Dan. But you hear there's an interpreter. 

Mrs. Dan. Well, Pll try to endure their com- 
plaiſance till you come. Exit. 

Her. And Mr. Puff, Sir, hs ſoit word that the 
laſt rehearſal is to be this morning, and that he'll 
call on you preſently. 

Dan. That's true—T ſhall 8 be at home. 
(Exit Servant.) Now, Sir Fretful. if you have a 
mind to have juſtice done you in tlie way of anſwer 


—Egad, Mr. Puff*s your man. 


Sir Fret. Pſhaw! Sir, why ſhould I wiſh to have 
it anſwered, when I tell you I am pleaſed at it? 
Dan. True, I had forgot that. —But I hope you 
are not. fretted at what Mr. Sneer | 

Sir Fret. —Zounds'! no, Mr. Dangle, don? "6K 3g 
tell you theſe things never fret me in the leaſt, 
Dan. Nay, I only thought— 
Sir Fret. And let me tell you, Mr. Dangle, 'tis 


damn'd affronting i in you, to pp that T am hurt, | 


when I tell you I am not. 
Sneer. But why ſo warm, Sir Fretful ? 
Sir Fret. Gadſlife ! Mr. Sneer, you are as abſurd 


as Dangle ; how often muſt I repeat it to. you, that 
nothing can vex me, but your ſuppoſing it poſſible 


for me to mind the damn'd nonſenſe you have been re- 
peating to me !—and let me tellyou, if you continue 


to believe this, you muſt mean to inſult me, gentle. 


men—and then your diſreſpe& will affect me no more 


than the newſpaper criticiſms—and I ſhall treat it. 


* 
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Ac! 
with exactly the ſame calm indifference and Philoſo- 
5 phic contempt—and ſo your ſervant. 'TExit, 
Sneer. Ha! ha! ha! Poor Sir Fretful! "Dok will 
he go and vent his philoſophy in anonymous abuſe of 
all modern critics and authors—But, Dangle, you A 
muſt get your friend Puff to take me to the rehearſal ; 
Gi 


of his tragedy. 

Dan. I'll anſwer for't, he'll thank you for defiring I 
it. But come and help me to judge of this muſical &d 
family ; they are recommended by n of conſe- Paull 


quence, I aſſure you, 5 
Sncer. 1 am at your diſpoſal the whole morning— favs 

but thought you had been a decided critic in muſic, 7 

as well as in literature. _ 1 

Dan. 80 I am—but I have a bad ear.—Efaith, I 

Sneer, tho', I am afraid we were a little too ſevere Eng 

on Sir Fretful—tho? he is my friend. | 1 
Sneer. Why, tis certain, that unneceſſarily to dert 

mortify the vanity of any writer, is a cruelty which $t 

mere dulneſs never can deſerve ; but where a baſe 1 

and perſonal malignity uſurps the place of literary deer. 
emulation, the a ggreflor. deſerves neither quarters nor 1 

2 pity. . derſt 
Dan. That's true egad !—tho? he's my friend! M $i 
3c 

11 

n EI 
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de recommendation pour Monfieur Dangle de 
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SCENE IL. 


A Drawing-room, Harpſichord, & c. italian Fu- 


mily, French Interpreter, Mrs. Dangle and Servants 
di covered. | ' 


Interþ. Je dis madame, ja'i Thonneur to introduce 
& de vous demander votre protection pour le Signor 
paſliccio Retornello & pour ſa charmante famille. | 

Sig. Paſt. Ah! Voſignoria noi vi preghiamo di 
favoritevi colla voſtra protezione. 

I Daugh. Voſignoria fatevi queſt! grazzie. 

2d Daugh. Si Signora. 

Interp. Madame — me interpret, —C” oft } a dire—in 
Engliſh—quils vous prient de leur faire Phonneur— 

Mrs. Dan. —1I ſay again, gentlemen, I don't un- 
derſtand a word you ſay. 

Sig. Pape. Queſto,Signore ſpieghers. 


Interp, Out—me interpret.—nous avons les lettres 


Mrs. Dan. —Upon my word, Sir, I don't un- 


derſtand you. / 
Sig. Pal. La Conteſſa Hd e noſtra padrona. 


3d Daugh. Si, padre, & mi Ladi Fuge. 
Interp. Ol me interpret. Madame, ils diſent— 
in Engliſh—Quwils ont d' honneur d' etre proteges de 


ces Demes.—You underſtand 2 


Mrs. Dan. No, Sir 


no underſtand! 
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Enter DAN GLE and SX EER. 


Inter p. Ah voici Monſieur Dangle ! 
All Italians. A! Signor Dangle! 

Mrs. Dan, Mr. Dangle, here are two very civil 
gentlemen trying to malte themſelves underſtood, 
and 1 don't know which is the. interpreter. 

Dan. Ebien ! 

Interp. Monſieur Dangle—le grand bruit 
de vos talents pour la critique & de votre inte- 
reſt avec Meſſieurs les Directeurs a tous les 
"Fheatrea.:. -...... 


Sig. Paſt. Volignoria Gete fi famoſo par la 
voſtra conoſeenſa e -voſtra TO colla le Di. 
rettore da 

Dan. Egad T think the 8 is the hardeſt 
to be underſtood of the two ! 

Sneer. Why, I thought, Dangle, you had ben 
an admirable linguiſt! _ 

Dan. So I am, if they would not talk ſo damn'd 
faſt. | 
 Oneer, Well, III b thav—the leſs time we 

loſe in hearing them the better—for that 1 Tuppole 
is what they are brought here for. 

[ Sneer ſpeaks to Sig. Paſt.— They fing trios, Qt. 

Dangle beating out of time. | Servant e, enters and 
_ whiſpers Dangle. ] 

Dan. Shew him up. (Exit Servant.) Bravo! ad- 
mirable ! braviſſimo! admirabliſſimo !—Ah ! Sneer! 
where will you find fuch : as theſe voices in Eng- 
i land? L 


agi dos Surypodg 7 


vil 
od, 
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Sneer. Not eaſily. 

Dan. But Puff is coming. Signor and little Sig- 
nora's—obligatiſſimo —Spoſa Signora Danglena— 
Mrs. Dangle, ſhall I beg you to offer them ſome re- 
freſhments, and take their addreſs in the next room. 

[Exit Mrs. Dangle vith the Italians and Inter- 
preter ceremoniouſly. 


Re-enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Mr. Puff, Sir! 
Dan. My dear Puff 


Enter Puff. 


Puff. My dear Dangle, how is it with you? 
Dan. Mr. Sneer, give me leave to introduce Mr. 
Puff to you. | 
Puff. Mr. Sneer is this ? Sir, he is a gentleman 
whom I have long panted for the honour of knowing 
—a gentleman. whoſe critical talents and trankoradant 
judgment | 
Enter. Dear Sir — 
Dan. Nay, don't be modeſt, Sneer, my nd : 
Puff only talks to you in the ſtile of his profeſſion, 
Fneer. His profeſſion ! 
Puff. Yes, Sir; I make no ſecret of the trade . 


follow—among friends and brother authors, Dangle 


knows I love to be frank on the ſubjcct, and to ad- 
vertiſe myſelf viva voce. — 1 am, Sir, a Practitioner 
in Panegyric, or to ſpeak more plainly—a Profeſſor 


of the Art of Puffing, at your ſervice —or any body 
elle s. 


* 
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Snuter. Sir, you are very obliging 1—I believe, 

Mr. Puff, 1 have often admired your talents f in the 
daily prints. 

Pup. Yes, Sir, I flatter myſelf 1 do as much 
| buſineſs in that way as any fix of the fraternity in 
town—Deviliſh hard work all the ſummer— Friend 
Dangle! never work'd harder !- But harkee—the 
Winter Managers were a little ſore I believe. 

Dan. No—lI believe they took it all in good part. 

Puff. Aye !—then that muſt have been affeQarion 
in them, for egad, there were ſome of- the ecke 
which there was no laughing at! 

Sneer. Aye, the humorous ones. But 1 ſhould 
think Mr. Puff, that Authors would in general be 
able to do this ſort of work for themſelves. 

Pu. Why yes but in a clumſy way. — Beſides, 
we look on that as an encroachment, and ſo take the 
oppoſite ſide.— I dare ſay now, you conceive half the 
very civil paragraphs and advertiſements you ſee, to 
be written by the parties concerned, or their friends? 
No ſuch thing Nine out of ten, manylaftpred by 
me in the way of buſineſs, © 

Seer. Indeed! 

Puff. Even the Auctions now—the Auctioneers 
I fay, tho! the rogues have lately got ſome credit for 
their language—not an article of the merit their's ! 
— take them out of their pulpits, and they are as dull 

as.Catalogues.——No, Sir ;—'twas I firft enrich'd 
their ſtyle—'twas I firſt taught them to crowd their 
advertiſements with pauegyrical ſuperlatives, each 
epithet riſing ahove the other—like the Bidders in 
their own Auction- rooms! From me they learn'd to 
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enlay their phraſeology with variegated chips of exo- 
tic metaphor: by me too their inventive faculties 
were called forth. — Ves, Sir, by me they were in- 
ſtructed to clothe ideal walls with gratuitous fruits— 
to infinuate obſequious rivulets into viſionary groves 
—to teach courteous ſhrubs to nod their approbation 
of the grateful ſoil! or, on emergencies, to raiſe 
upſtart oaks, where there never had been an acorn ; 
to create a delightful vicinage without the aſſiſtance 
of a neighbour; or fix the temple of Hygeia in the 
fens of Lincolnſhire ! | 

Dan. I am fure you have done them infinite ſer- 
vice; for now, when a gentleman is ruined, he parts 
with his houſe with ſome credit. | 

Seer. Service | if they had any gratitude, they 
would ere& a ſtatue to him, they would figure him 
asa preſiding Mercury, the god of traffic and fiction, 
with a hammer in his hand inſtead of a caduceus.— 
But pray, Mr. Puff, what firſt put you on exerciſing 
your talents in this way? 

Puff. Egad, Sir—ſheer neceſſity—the proper pa- 
rent of an art ſo nearly allied to invention: you muft 
know, Mr. Sneer, that from the firſt time I tried my 
land at an advertiſement, my ſucceſs was ſuch, that 
for ſometime after, I led a moſt extraordinary life in- 
deed ! | 

Sneer, How, pray? 

Puff: Sir, I ſupported ie two years entirely 
by my misfortunes. 

Sneer. By your misfortunes ! 

Puff. Yes, Sir, aſſiſted by long ſickneſs, and 
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other * e e ; and a very comfortable A 
living I had of it. w 
Fneer. From ſickneſs and misfortunes !—Youprac. hr 
tiſed as a Doctor, and an Attorney at once ? m 
Puff. No egad, both maladies and miſeries were m 
my own. 
Sneer. Hey what the plague dc 
Dan. *Tis true, efaith. | 
Put Harkee !—By advertiſements—* To the att 
charitable and humane !” and “ to thoſe whon ra 
Providence hath bleſſed with afluence 1% — 
Sneer. Oh—I underſtand you. | go 
Puff. And, in truth, I deſerved what J got, for cal 
T ſuppoſe never man went through ſuch a ſeries of ſur 
calamities in the ſame ſpace of time Sir, I wa wa 
five times made a bankrupt, and reduced from a ſlate mo 
of affluence, by a train of unavoidable misfortunes! and 
then, Sir, though a very induſtrious tradeſman, | diu 
was twice burnt out, and loft my little all, both lil 
times!—T liv'd upon thoſe fires a month.—T ſoon 
after was confined by a moſt excruciating diſorder, ane 


and loſt the uſe of my limbs! —That told very well er. 
for T had the caſe ſtrongly atteſted, and went about uſe 


to collect the ſubſeriptions myſelf. of 1 
Dan. Egad, J believe that was when you fil gre 
called on me.— | 1 


Puff. —In November LR? bn O Mk was at the 
that time a cloſe priſoner in the Marſhalſea, for a ed | 


debt benevolently contracted to ferve a friend !—1 8 
was afterwards, twice tapped for a dropſy, which / 
declined into a very profitable conſumption !—I was WW afra 


then reduced to—0 no—then, I became a widow MW prin 
4 * 
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with ſix helpleſs children —aſter having had eleven 
huſbands preſſed, and being left every time eight 
months gone with-child, and without money to get 
me into an hoſpital! 

Sneer. And you bore all with patience, I nake no 
doubt ? | 
Puff. Why, SURE I made ſome occaſional 
attempts at felo de ſe ; but as I did not find thoſe 
raſh adlions anſwer, I left off killing myſelf very ſoon. 
— Well, Sir—at laſt, what with bankruptcies, fires, 
gouts, dropſies, impriſonments, and other valuable 
calamities, having got together a pretty handſqme 
ſum, I determined. to quit a buſineſs which had al- 
ways gone rather againſt my conſcience, and in a 
more liberal way {till to indulge my talents for fiction 
and embelliſhment, through my favourite channels of 
diurnal communication—and ſo, Sir, you have my 

liſtory. | | | 1 
Sneer. Moſt obligingly communicative indeed; 


and your confeſſion, if publiſhed, might certainly 


ſerve the cauſe of true charity, by reſcuing the moſt 
uſeful channels of appeal to benevolence from the cant 
of impoſition. —But ſurely, Mr. Puff, there is no 
great myſtery in your preſent profeſſion ? 

Puff. Myſtery ! Sir, I will take upon me to ſay 
the matter was never ſcientifically treated, nor redug- 
ed to rule before. | 

Seer.” Reduced to rule! | 

Puff. O Lud, Sir! you are very ignorant, I am 
afraid.—Yes, Sir—Puifing is of various ſorts the 
principal are, The Puff direct the Puff preliminary 
—the Puff collateral—the Puff colluſive, and the 
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Puff oblique, or Puff by implication. —Thefe all af 


fume, as circumſtances require, the various forms of 
Letter to the Editor—Oceafional Anecdote—Tn. 
partial Critique—Obſervation from Correſpondent 
—or Advertiſement from the Party. 
Fneer. The Puff direct, can conceive-—- 

Puff. O yes, that's ſimple enough for inſtance 
' —A new Comedy or Faree 1s to he produced at one 
of the Theatres (though by the bye they don't bring 
out half what they ought to do) T he author, Toy: 
poſe Mr. Smatter, or Mr. Dapper—or any particular 
friend of mine—very well; the day before it is to be per. 
formed, I write an account of the manner in which 
it was received—T have the plot from the author— 
and only add Characters ſtrongly drawn—highly 
coloured—hand of a maſter—fund of genuine hu- 


mour—mine of invention—neat dialogue—attic ſalt! 


Then for the performance—Mr. Dodd was aſtoniſh- 
' ingly great in the character of Sir Harry! That uni- 
verſal and judicious actor, Mr. Palmer, perhaps never 
appeared to more ad vantage than in the Colonel; 
but it is not in the power of language to do juſtice to 
Mr. King! — Indeed he more than merited thoſe re- 
peated burſts of applauſe which he drew from a molt 
brilliant and judicious audience! As to the ſcenery 
he miraculous power of Mr. De Loutherbourg's 
pencil are univerſally acknowledged !—In ſhort, we 
are at a loſs which to admire moſt, the unrivalled ge- 

nius of the author, the great attention and liberality 
of the managers—the wonderful abilities of the 
painter, or the incredible exertions of all the perform 
ers 


d 


ws. 
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Sneer. That's pretty well indeed, Sir. 
Puff. O cool quite cool to what I ſometimes 
do. 7 | | 
| Ser. And do you think there nadie th who are 
mfluenced by this. | 
Puff. O, Lud! yes, Sir the number of thoſe 
who undergo the fatigue of Judging for themſelves is 
very ſmall indeed! 
Sneer. Well, Sir—the Puff Preliminary? | 
Puff. O that, Sir, does well in the form of a Cau- 


tion. In a matter of gallantry now—Sir Flimſy Goſ- 


ſimer, wiſhes tobe well with Lady Fanny Fete He 
applies to me I open trenches for him with a pa- 
ragraph in the Morning Poſt. It is recommended 
to the beautiful and accompliſhed Lady F four ſtars 
F daſh E to be on her guard againſt that dangerous 
eharacter, Sir Fdaſh G; who, however pleaſing and in- 
ſinuating his manners may be, is certainly not remark- 
able for the con/tanty of his attachments !—in Italics. 
Here, you ſee, Sir Flimſy Goſſimer is introduced 
to the particular notice of Lady Fanny—who, per- 
haps never thought of him. before — ſhe finds herſelf 
publicly cautioned to avoid him, which naturally 
makes her deſirous of ſeeing him; the obſervation: of 
their acquaintance eauſes a pretty kind of mutual em- 
barraſſment, this produces a ſort of ſympathy of in- 
tereſt—which, if Sir Flimſy i is unable to improve ef- 
fectually, he at leaſt gains the credit of having their 
names mentioned together, by a particular ſet, and 


in a particular way — which nine times out of ten is 


the full accompliſhment of modern gallantry ! 
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Dan. Egad, Sneer, Te wall be quite an. adept i in 
the buſineſs. 

Puff. Now, Sir, ile Puff Collateral i 18 3 uſed 
as an appendage to advertiſements, and may take the 
form of anecdote.Veſterday as the celebrated 
George Bon- mot was ſauntering down St. James's. 


ſtreet, he met the lively Lady Mary Myrtle, coming 


out of the Park—* Good God, Lady Mary, I'm 
ſurpriſed to meet you in a white jacket—forl expected 
never to have ſeen you, but A a full-trimmed uniform 
and a light-horſeman's .cap !'— Heavens, George, 
where could you have. learn'd that?. Why, repli- 
ed the wit, I juſt ſaw a print of you, in a new publi- 


cation called the Camp Magazine, which, by the 
bye, is a deviliſn clever thing and is ſold. at No. 3, 


on the right hand of the way, two doors from the 
printing- office, the corner of Ivy-lane, Paternoſter- 
row, price only one ſhalling PF: Board e 

- Sneer. Very ingenious indeed! 


| 1 Puff. But the Puff Colluſiwe is the esel of any; 


for it acts in the diſguiſe of determined hoſtility.— 


It is much uſed by bold bookſellers and enterpriſing 


poets An indignant correſpondent obſerves— that 


the new poem called Beelzebub's Cotillidn, or Pro- 


ſerpine's Fete Champetre, is one of the moſt unjuſti- 
Gable performances he ever read! The ſeverity with 


which eertain characters are handled is quite ſhock- 


ing ! And as there are many deſcriptions in it too 
warmly coloured for female delicacy, the ſhameful 
avidity with which this piece 18 bought by all people 
of faſhion, is a reproach on the taſte of the times, and 
a diſgrace to the delicacy of the age! Here you ſee 


— 
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the two ſtrongeſl inducements are held forth. — Firſt, 
that nobody ought to read it; — and ſecondly, that 
erery body buys it: on the ſtrength of which, the 
publiſher boldly prints the tenth edition, before he 
had ſold: ten of the firſt ; and then eſtabliſhes it by 
threatening himſelf with the pillory, or abſolutely in- 
dicting himſelf for Scan. Mag. 

Dan. Ha! ha! ha!—gad, I know it is ſo. 

Puff. As to the Puff Oblique, or Puff by Impli-- 
cation, it is too various and extenſive to be illuſtrat- 
ed by an inſtance it attracts in titles and preſumes 
in patents; it lurks in the limitation of a ſubſcription, 

and invites in the aſſurance of croud and incommoda- 
tion at public places; it delights to draw forth con- 
cealed merit, with a moſt diſintereſted aſſiduity; and 
ſometimes wears a countenance of ſmiling cenſure- 
and tender reproach.— It has a wonderful memory 
for Parliamentary Debates, and will often give the 
whole ſpeech of a favoured member with the moſt. 
flattering accuracy. But, above all, it is a great 
dealer in reports and ſuppoſitions. It has the earlieſt 
intelligence of intended preferments that will reflect 
honour on the patrons; and embryo promotions of 
modeſt gentlemen—who know nothing of the matter 
themſelves. It can hint a ribband for implied ſer-- 
vices, in the air of a common report ; and with the 
careleſſneſs of a caſual paragraph, ſuggeſt officers into 
commands—to which they have no pretenſion but 
their wiſhes. This, Sir, is the laſt principal claſs of the 
Art of Puſfing—An art which I hope you will now a-- 
gree with me, is of the higheſt dignity yielding a ta- 


blature of benevolence and public ſpirit ; befriending 
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equally trade, gallantry, criticiſm, and politics: 
the applauſe of genius! the regiſter of charity! the 
triumph of heroiſm ! the ſelf-defence of contractors! 
the fame of orators and the gazette of minif. 
ters! 
Sneer. Sir, T am completely a convert both to the 
importance and ingenuity of your profeſſion; and 
now, Sir, there is but one thing which can poſſibly 
encreafe my refpe& for you, and that is, your per. 
mitting me to be preſent this morning at the rehear- 
fal of your trage—— 


Puff. —Huſh, for heaven's fake. —My tragedy ! 


- —Egad, Dangle, I take this very ill—you know 


how «mein J and of being known to be the 
author. 

Dan. *Efaith I would not have told—but it's in the 
papers, and your name at length—in the $0, 
Chronicle. 

Puff. Ah! thoſe Jamn'd editors never can keep a 
ſecret !—Well, Mr. Sneer—no doubt you will do me 
great honour—T ſhall be infinitely happy—highly 

flattered ——< 

Dan. T belicve it muſt be near the time—ſhall we. 

go together ? 

Pu. No; It wilt not be yet this hour, for they. 
are always late at that theatre: beſides, I muft meet 
you there, for I have ſome little matters here to ſend' 
to the papers, and a few En. to  ſcribble be- 


fore I go. 


3 Ker at memorandums.. 
ere is © a conſcientious Baker, on the Subject 
of the Army Bread; and “a Deteſter of viſible 
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Brick- work, in favour of the new invented Stueco; 2 

both in the ſtyle of Junius, and promiſed for to- mor- 
row. — The Thames navigation too is at a ſtand.— 
Miſomud or Anti- hoal muſt go to work a gain « girect- 
hy. Here too are ſome political memorandums L 
ſee ; aye—To take Paul Jones, and get the India- 


men out of the Shannon—reinforce Byron—compel 


the Dutch to—ſo !—TI muff do that in the evening, 
papers, or reſerve it for the Morning Herald, for 1 
know that I have undertaken to-morrow ; beſides, 
to eſtabliſh the unanimity of the fleet in the Public 
Advertiſer, and to ſhoot. Charles Fox in. the Morn- 

ing Poſt.—8o, egad, I ha'n't a moment to loſe ! 
Dan. Well !—we'll meet in the Green Room. ; 
Li veunt ſeverally.. 


* 
- — 


ACT IT. SCENE I. 


— — —Uà—Ü 


The Theatre: 


Curtain. 


Pure. 


No, no, Sir; what Shakeſpeare ſays of Actors may 
be better applied to the purpoſe of Plays; they ought, 
to. be © the abſtract and brief Chronicles of the times. 
Therefore, when hiſtory, and particularly; the hiſto- 
Ty. of our own country, furniſhes any thing like a a; 
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caſe in point, to the time in which an author writes, 
if he knows his own intereſt, he will take advantage 
of it ; To, Sir, I call my tragedy The Spaniſh Ar. 
mada; and have laid the ſcene before Tilbury Fort. 
Sneer. A moſt happy thou ght certainly ! 

Dan. Egad it was told you ſo But pray now, 
I don't underſtand how you nk e e to intro- 
duce any love into it. 

Puff. Love !—Oh, nothing ſo eaſy; for it is a re- 
ceived point among poets, that where hiſfory gives 
you a good heroic out-line for a play, you may fill 
up with a lttle love at your own difcretion : in doing 
which, nine times out of ten, you only make up a 
deficiency in the private hiftory of the times. Now, 
F rather think*T have done this with ſome ſucceſs. 


| Sneer. No Lande about W. e Elizabeth, 1 


hope? 

Pufr. 0 Lud ! ! no, HA" Kev fuppoſe the Go- 
vernor of Tilbury Fort's daughter to be in love with 
the ſon of the Spaniſh Admiral. | 
Sneer, Oh, is that all? 


Dan. Excellent, Efaith I fee it at once. . ; 


| wou't this appear rather improbable ? 


Pup. To be fare ft wil—but what the plague! a 


Pa is not to ſhew occurrences that happen every day, 
but things .juſt ſo ſtrange, that tho? they never did, 
| they might happen. | 
Sͤncer. Certainly, nothing is unnatural, that is not 
phyſically impoſſible; | 

Puff. Very true and for that matter Bad Ferolo 
Whiſkerindos—for that's the lover's name, might 
have been over here in the' train of the Spaniſh' Am- 


/ 
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baſſador ; or Tilburina, for that is the lady s name, 
might have been in love with him, from having heard 
his character, or ſeen his picture; or from knowing 
that he was the laſt man in the world ſhe ought to be 
in love with or for any other good female reaſon.— 
However, Sir, the fact is, that though ſhe is but a 
Knight's daughter, egad! ſhe is in love like any 
Princeſs! 

Dan. Poor young lady! J feel for her already; 
for I can conceive how great the conflict mult be be- 
tween her paſſion and her duty ; her love for her 


country,. and her love for Don Ferolo Whiſker 


andos ! 
Puff. O amazing !—her poor faſceptible heart is 
fwayed to and fro, by contending paſhons like— 


Enter UNDER PROMT ER. 


Und. Prompt. Sir, the ſcene is ſet, and every 
thing is ready to begin, if you pleaſe — 

Puff. Egad; then we'll loſe no time. 

Und. Prompt. Tho' I believe, Sir, you will find 
it very ſhort, for all the performers have profited by 
the kind permiſſion you granted them, 

Puff. Hey! what! 

Und. Prompt. You know, Sir, you gave them 
leave to cut out or omit whatever they found heavy 
or unneceffary to the plot; and I muſt own they 


have taken very liberal e of your indul- 


gence. 

Puff. Well, well. —They a are in 1 general very good 
judges ; and I know I am luxuriant. Now, Mr. 
Tiopkits as ſoon as you pleaſe. i 
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Und. Prompt. ( To the Muſic.) Condoms, will 
you play a few bars of ſomething, juſt to— _ 
Puff. Aye, that's right—for'as we have the ſcenes, 
and dreſſes; egad, we'll go to't, as if it was the firſt 
night s performance ;— but you need not mind ſtop- 
ping between the acts. [Exit Under Prompter. 
T. oOrcheſtra play. Then the Bell rings.) * 
Soh ! ſtand clear gentlemen. —Now you know 
there will be a cry of down !—down !—hats off! 
filence Then up curtain—and let us ſee what. our: 
paipters have done for us. 


* / 


SCENE II. 


The Curtain riſes and diſcovers Tilbury Fort. 


Too Centinels aſleep. - 


Dan. Tilbury Fort very fine indeed! 
Puff. Now, what do you think I open with? 2 
Fneer. Faith, I can't gueſs— | 

Puff. A clock. — Hark !—fclock ftrikes.) I open 
with a clock ſtriking, to beget an awful attention 
in the audience —it alſo marks the time, which is 
four o'clock in the morning, and ſaves a deſcription. 
of the riſing ſun, and a great deal about gilding t he: 
7 eaſtern bemiſphere. 1 

Dan. But pray, are the centinel to be alleep| 2 

Puff. Faſt as watchmenn. 

Fneer. Isn't chat odd though at ſuch a an alarming 
erifis?* © "446, 
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Puff. To be ſure it is—but ſmaller things muſk 
give way to a ſtriking ſcene at the opening; that's 
a rule. —And the caſe is, that two great men are 
coming to this very ſpot to begin the piece; now, it 
is not to be ſuppoſed they would open their lips, if 
theſe fellows were watching them; ſo, egad, I muſt | 
either have ſent them off their poſts, c or ſet them 
aſleep. | | 

- Sneer. O, that accounts for it But tell us, who 
are theſe coming? 

Puff. Theſe are they—Sir Walter Raleigh, and 
Sir Chriſtopher Hatton.—You'll know Sir Chriſto. 
pher, by his turning out his toes famous you know 
for his dancing. I like to preſerve all the little traits. 
of character. —Now attend. 1 


Enter Sir WALTER 8 and Sir CHRISTOPHER 
Harro. | 


Sir Chri. Tre, gallant Raleigh !— 

Dan. What, they had been talking before ? 

Puff. O, yes; all the way as they came along.—L 
beg pardon gentlemen / 10 the Actors) but theſe are 
particular friends of mine, whoſe remarks may be of | 
great ſervice to us. Don't mind IE them. | 
whenever any thing ſtrikes you. 

[To Sneer 5 Dangle. 
„ Clif. - —True, gallant Raleigh! 
6 But O, thou champion of thy country's fame, Fa : 
„ There is a queſtion which I yet mult aſk; _ 
«A queſtion, which I never aſk'd before— 
What mean theſe mighty armaments? _ OR 
4 This general muſter ? and this 2 of chieſs? > 
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Sneer. Pray, Mr. Puff, how came Sir Chriſtopher 
=_ never to aſk that queſtion before? 
Puff. What, before the Top began? how the 
- plague could he ? | | 
Dan. That's true, efaith ! 
Puff. But you will hear what. he thinks of the mat- 
ter. 
N Cbrif, : Alas, my noble fiend, when I be- 
& hold 
Von tented plains in martial fymmetry | 
4 Array'd,———When I. count o'er yon glittering: 
Ig „„ - 
« Of ereſted warriors, where the proud ſteeds 
„ neigh,. | 
« And valor-breathing trumpets fri appeal, 
« Reſponſive vibrate on my liſt' ning ear; 
% When virgin majeſty herſelf I view, 
Like her protecting Pallas veil'd in ſteel, 
With graceful confidence exhort to arms! 
66 When briefly all J hear or ſee bears ſtamp '_ 
“ Of martial vigilance, and ſtern defence, | 
4 J cannot but ſurmiſe.— Forgive, my friend, 
Ml the conjectureꝰ s raſh L cannot but | 
« Surmiſe.— The ftate ſome danger apprehends ! = 
Sneer, A very cautious conjecture that. 
Pap. Yes, that's his character; not to give an 
opinion, but on ſecure grounds—now then. 
4 Fir Wal. , moſt accompliſhed Chriſtopher. — 
Puff. He calls him by his chriſtian name, to ſhew 
that they are on the moſt familiar terms. 
« Sir Wal. O, moſt accompliſh'd Chriltopher, I 


find 


er” 


- 
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4 Thy ſtaunch ſagacity ſtill tracks the future, 
4 In the freſh print of the o 'ertaken paſt. | 
Puff. Figurative ! 
« Sir Wal. Thuy fears are juſt. 
« Fir Chriſ. —But where? whence ?' wiien 25 and 
% what 
The danger is —Methinks I fain would learn. 
4 Sir Wal. You know, my friend, ſcarce two re- 
VI volving ſuns, 
« And three revolving moons, have cloſed their 
ec courſe,. 
« Since haughty Philip, in deſpight of peace, 


With hoſtile hand hath ſtruck at England's trade. 


Sir Cbriſ. I know it well. 
& Sir Wal. Philip you know is TIN Iberia” 's. 
( king! 
& Sir Chriſ. Hei is. 
Sir Mal. His ſubjects in baſe bigotry» - 
© And Catholic rene held —while we 
% You know, the Proteſtant re hold. | 
& Sir Chriſ. We do. 
6 Mc Wal. You know, beſide——his boaſted ar» 
<6. mament, 


64 The fam'd Armada- 


by the Pope baptined 5 


9 With purpoſe to invade theſe rea —.— 


& Sir Chriſ. — s ſailed, 
«. Our laſt advices ſo report. | 
&. Fir Wal. While the Iberian Admiral's chief 
4 hope, 8 | | 


His darling ſon 
© 6 Fir Chrif. — Whiſkerandos hight— : 


De, 
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Sir Mal. The fame—by chance a * ner hath 
i been ta sn 4 

And in this fort of nn n 

% Fir Chriſ. — — — —ls now 


« Confin'd— tis true, and oft from von tall turrets top 
% Pve mark'd the youthful Spaniard's * mien 
„ Unconquer'd, tho? in chains l. 
e Y.ou alfo "4 BY 
Dan. —Mr. Puff, as he 2 all this, OE does 
Sir Walter go on telling him? 

Puff. But the audience are not wesen to know 
any thing of the matter, are they? 

Sneer. True, but I think you manage ill: for 
there certainly appears no reaſon why Sir Walter 
ſhould be fo communicative. | 

Puff. For, egad now, that is one of the moſt, Une 
. grateful obſervations I ever heard for the leſs in- 
ducement. he has to tell all this, the more I think, 
you ought to be oblig'd to him; for Lam ſure you's 
know nothing of the matter without it. 

Dan. That's very true, upon my word. 

Puff. But you will find he was not going on. 

« Sir Chrif. Enough, enough— tis plain—and 1 

„ no more | 15 

« Amin amazement loſt !I——_ 

Puff. Here, now you ſee, Sir Chriftopher dj did not. 
in fact aſk 1 one queſtion. for his own informa- 
tion. ö | 2 gg 

Sneer. No indeed tte has been a moſt dibntereſt- 
ed curioſity ! 

Dan. Really, I find, we are very mw ag to 
them both. 
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| Puff. To be ſure you are. Now then for the Com- 
mander in Chief, the Earl of Leiceſter! who, you 
know, was no favourite but 'of ThE ber nd 
left off in amazement loſt! "oe 

« Sir Chriſ. Am i in amazement 18 a Ie . 
« But, ſee where noble Leiceſter comes! uptime 
“ In honours and command. * 

« Sir Wal. , —And yet methinks, | 
« Atſuch a time, ſo perilous, ſo fear'd, 5 
That ſtaff might well become an abler graſp. 

&« Sir Chriſ. And fo by heav'n! think 1; but 

6 ſoft, he's here! 

Puff. Aye, they envy him. 

Sneer. But who are theſe with him ? 

Puff. O! very valiant knights; one is the Gover- 
nor of the Fort, the other the maſter of the horſe, —. 
And now, E think you ſhall hear ſome better lan- 
guage : I was obliged to be plain and intelligible 1 in 
the firſt ſcene, becauſe there was ſo much matter of 
fact in it; but now, efaith, you have trope, figure, 

and metaphor, as plenty as en eee 


Enter Earl of LZIcEsTER, the Governor, and others. 


4 #. of Leic. How's this my friends! is't thus 
“ your new fledg'd zeal 
« And plumed valour moulds in rooſted ſloth? 
60 Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame, 
„ Whoſe red'ning blaze by patriot ſpirit fed, 
« Should be the beacon of a kindling realm? 
« Can the quick current of a patriot heart, 
Thus ſtagnate in a cold and weedy converſe) 
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1 Or "Val: in W inactivity 2 
% No! rather let the fountain of your valbur 
« Spring thro' each ſtream: of enterprize, 
« Each petty channel of conducive daring, 
«. Till the full torrent of your foaming wrath. 
60 O'erwhelm the flats of ſunk * 
Puff. There 1 it is—follow'd up! 
4 Sir Wal. No more e breath ofthy 
2 e rebuke. _ 
« Hath fill'd the ſwelling amt gl our fouls! 1 
& And thus, tho? fate ſhould cut the cable of 
LAU. take hands.. 
« Our topmoſt kopes, f in friendſhip's cloſing line 
« Well grapple with deſpair, and if we fall, 
« We'll fall in Glory” s wake! 
„E. of Leic. There ſpoke Old England's baut 
« Then, are we all reſoly'd? __ 
Al. We are——all reſoly'd. 
„ E. of Leic. To conquer or be free 85 
. 42 To conquer, or be free. 
E. of Leic. All? 
DE... 2 All. | | 
Dan. Nem. con. egad! 
Pu. O yes, where they do agree on the ſtage, 
their unanimity is wonderful! 
« E. of Leic. Then, let's embrace—and now 
| Sneer. What the plague, is he going to pray? 
Puff. Yes, huſh !—in great Seeber, there is 
nothing like a prayer! 
% E. of Leic. O mighty Mars! 
Dan. But why ſhould he pray to Mart? 
Puf. Huſh !. 


\ 
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_ -« Each point of diſcipline I've ſtill obſerv'd ; / 
Nor but by due promotion, and the right 


Of ſervice, to the rank of Major-General 
4 Have ris'n; aſſiſt thy votary now? 
Gov. Yet do not riſe hear me! 
% Maft. of Horſe. And me! 

„ Knight. And me! 


Sir Wal. And me! 


„„ And mel 

Puff. Now, pray all. together. | 1 

All. Behold thy votaries ſubmiſſive beg, 
That thou vill deign to grant them all they aſk; 
« Aſſiſt them to accomplith all their ends, 


t And ſanctify whatever means s they uſe 


4 To gain them! 
Sneer, A very orthodox quintetto! 
Puff. Vaſtly well, gentlemen. —Ts that well ma- 


naged or not? Have you ſach a prayer as that on 


the ſtage? 
re Not exactly. 
E. of Leic. (To Puff. ) But, Sir, you hav'nt ſet· 
fled how we are to get off here. 
Puff. You could not go off kneeling, could 26 7 
Sir Wal. (To Puff.) O no, Sir! impoſſible! 
Puff. It would have a good effect efaith, if you 
could! exeunt praying! — Ves, and would vary the 
eſtabliſhed ey of ſpringing o off with a glance at the 
Pit. 
I Fneer. O never mind, fo as you get them of, 7m 
anbwer for it 3590 audience wont care how. | 


S ab II. 


. THE cur. 


Buß. Well then, repeat't _ N28 line ſanding, and | 


& off the old way. V 


(6 All. And ſanctify whatever means w uſe to 


4 gain them. 5 [Exennt, 
Dan. Bravo! a fine exit. | 5c 


Sneer, Well, really Mr. Puff, — | 
Puff. Stay a moment" 


The crm Ls get uß. N 


4 1/2 Cent. All this ſhall to Lord Durkeights ear. 
© 2d Cent. N meet it ſhould. 'S 
| | 4 3 Centinels. 
5 Hey N I thought thoſe fellows had 
been aſleep ? | 
' Puff. Only a 8 chere 5 the.z art inf it; they 
were ſpies of Lord Burleigh's. 
Sneer.— But isn't it odd, they were never vl 
notice of, not even by the commander i in chief. 
Puff. O Lud, Sir, if people who want to liſten, 
or overhear, were not always conniv'd at in a Tra- 
gedy, there would be no e on any * in the 
world. i 
Dan. That's certain! 1 
Puff. But take care, my dear Dangle, the morn- 
ing gun is going to fire. Cannon ” od 
Dan. Well, that will have a fine effect. 
Puff. I think fo, and helps to realize the ſcene. — 
{ Cannon twice. 
What the Mas 1 morning guns !—there 
never is but one !—aye, this is always the way at the 
Theatre—give theſe fellows a good thing, and they 


. 
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never know when to have done with it. You have 
no, more cannon to fire? | | | 
Prompt. ¶ From within } No, Sir. 

Puff. Now then, for ſoft muſic. 

Sneer. Fray what's that for? 

Puff. It ſhews that Tilburina is coming; e 
introduces you a heroine like Tort * TI 1. 
comes. 

Dan. And her confidant, I ſuppoſe? 

Puff. To be ſure: here they WES to 
the minuet in Ariadne! {Soft muſic. 


Ene, Tirzuaixa and Conripanr. 


10 Tilb. Now has the whiſpering | breath of you 
„ morn 
Bad Nature's voice, and Nature's . riſe; 
& While orient Plicebus with unborrow'd hues, 
« Cloaths the wak'd lovelineſs which all night ſlept 
„In heav'nly drapery ! Darkneſs is fled. 
% Now flowers unfold their beauties to the ſun, 
« And bluſhing, Kiſs the beam he ſends to wake 
e 
« The ftrip'd carnation, and the guarded roſe, 
„The vulgar wall-flow'r, and ſmart gillyflower, 
% The polyanthus mean—the dapper daizy, 
Sweet William, and ſweet marjorum——and all 
The tribe of ſingle and of double pinks ! — 
„ Now too, the feather'd warblers tune their notes 
Around, and charm the 4iſt'ning grove. —The 
lark 
The linnet! e L bullGach ! | poldfineh! 
« greenſinch! | 


4 But O to me, no joy can they afford! 
6% Nor roſe, nor wall-flow'r, nor ſmart gillyflower, 
c Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daizy, 


Nor William ſweet,” nor marjorum——nor lark, 
e Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove ! 


Puff. Your white handkerchief, Madam—— 
Tilb. I thought, * J wasn't to uſe that till, 
c heart rending woe. 


Puff. O yes, Madam —at the __ of the 
grove, if you pleaſe. | 
« Tilb, 9%. pa Wehe, 
4 Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove! ¶ Mech.. 
Puff. Vaſtly well, Madam ! | 
| "Das. Vaſtly well indeed ! 
2 7515. For, 0 too Een, youre rending woe i 
66 now. y 


% The lot of e Tülburina' | 


Dan. Ol tis too much. 
Sneer. Oh it i is indeed. 


% Conf. Be comforted, ſweet 15 who 


< knows, 
<6 But Heav'n has yet ſome milk-white day i in for, 
« Tilb. Alas, my gentle Nora, | 
« Thy tender youth, as yet hath never mourn'd 
5 Love's fatal dart. Elſe wouldſt thou e, that 
c when 5 
« The ſoul is ſunk in comfortleſs deſpair, 


ec It cannot taſte of merryment | 


Dan. That's certain. 
cc Conf. But ſee where your ſtern father comes 


It is not meet that he ſhould find you thus. 


he 


ca 
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Puff. Hey, what the plague !—what a cut is N 
here l—why, what is become of the deſcription of 
her firſt meeting with Don Whiſkerandos ? his gal- 
lant behaviour in the lon fight, and the ſimile of the 
canary bin Te 4 
Tilb. Indeed, Sir, you'll find they will not be 
miſs'd. We 

Puff. Very well. Very vel! 5 

Tilb. The cue, Ma' am, if you pleafe. 5 

« Conf. It is not meet that he ſhould find you 


W 
« Jilb. Thou — right dat 'tis no eaſy 
4c taſk | 
« For barefac'd grief to wear a maſk of joy. 
| Enter Gorznnon, 45 . 
" Gob. Hows this—in tears 1 0 Tilburine, 
«© ſhame!. 


« Is this a time for maudling tenen 
And Cupid's baby woes ?-—haſt thou not heard 
That haughty Spain's Pope - conſecrated fleet 
% Advances to our ſhores, while England's fate, 
“Like a clipp'd guinea, trembles in the ſcale! 

« Tb. Then, is the eriſis of my fate at hand! 
© I ſee the fleets approach ſee 

Puff. Now, pray 8 mind. This is one 
df the moſt uſeful figures we tragedy writers have, 
by which a hero or heroine, in conſideration of their 
being often obliged to overlook things that are on 
3 the ſtage, is allow'd to hear and ſee a number of 
things that are not. 

Sneer. gs kind of int * f 


H 
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Puff. Yes—now "thei, Madam. 
% Tilb, LA Tee their decks 
Are. cleard Dy ſee the ſignal made! 
'« The line is forin'd Aa cable's length aſunder! 
** .1 jec the frigates ſtation'd in the rear; 
« And how, 1 Hear the thittider of the guns! 
% hear the victors ſhouts——T alſo hear 
% The vanquiſh'd | grvin' and n *tis ſmoke— 
4 and no, . 
e I ſee the looſe fails River i dhe wind! ? 
"1 ws I fee what ſoon youll fee— 
„ Gov. Hold daughter! peace! this love hath 
; tc .turn'd thy brain : 
„The Spaniſh fleet thou c Welten beef 
5 It is not yet in ght! 1 | 
Dan. Egad, tho?, the ge governor ſeems to make no 
allowance for this poetical figure you talk of. 
Puff. No, a mo matter. of. falt man—that's his 
character. 
2 40 7205. But will pong * refuſe uh offer? x 
& Gov. I muſt—I will—-I cali—+T'ought-—T do, 
„ Tilb. Think what a noble price. = 
* Gov. No more you urge in ls. 
. Tilb. His liberty is all he aſks. 
Sneer. All who aſks Mr. Puff? Who is—- 
0 Puff. Egad, Sir, I can't tell— Here Has been 
ſuch cutting and laſhing, 1 done ow ”—__— they 
have got to myſelf... | +4] +2 1140 5 
& Tilb. Indeed, Sir, y_— will bai: it wil cone 
very well. hots 1 R 
6 And your reward 1 


Puff. O—it wg had'nt been ſo devilſ free wi 


II, 


— 


5 his 
do, 
been 
they 
ine 


with 


Gov. Conſcience! 
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their cutting here, you would have found that Don 


; Whiſkerandos has been tampering for his liberty, 


and has perſuaded Tilburina to make this propoſal to 
her father and now pray obſerve the conciſeneſs 
with which the argument is conducted. Egad, the 
pro & con goes as ſmart as hits in a fencing match. 

It is indeed a ſort of ſmall-ſword logic, 125 we 


have borrowed from the French. 


« Tilb, A retreat in Spain! 


„ Gov, Outlawry here! 


« Tilb, Your daughter's prayer! 
% Gov. Your father's oath! 
« Tb. My lover! | 
. Gov. My country! 
J . 
© Gov. England! _ „ 
« 77/5. A title! 5 
% Gov. Honor! 


« Tilb. A penſion ! 


e 
1 


2 * 


* 


% Tib. A thouſand pounds! 
« Gov. Hah ! thou haſt touch'd me 1 
Puff. There you ſee - ſhe threw in Tilburina, 
Quick, parry cart with England „Fah! thruſt in 
teirce a title !—parried by honor. —Hah.! a penſion 
over the arm! but by by conſcience, —Then flank- 


onade with a thouſand unde ee a we! hit 


egad! _ 2 
« Tilh, Canſt 3 5 


4% Reject the ſuppliant, and the 1 too 15 


1% Gov. No more; 1 wou'd not hear thee plead 95 
"6 in vain, | 


H 2 
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„ The father ſoftens—but the governor 
r. Is fix d! eee [Exit, 
Dan. Aye, that antthes of perfons—s a moſt 
eſtabliſh'd figure. ran | 
„ Tilb. Tis well bene then fond hopes for 
been paſſion hence; | 
et Ditty, bekotd J am all over thine 
&« Whiſk, (Without.. J Wee! is my W 
«& e. Ha! g 
« Whiſk. (Entering. ) My beauteous enemy 
Puff. O dear, Ma'am, you muſt ſtart a great deal 
more than that; conſider you had juſt determined in 
favour of duty—when i in a moment the ſound of his 
voice revives your paſſion—overthrows your reſolu- 
tion—deftroys your obedience. If you don't expres 
all that in your ſtart ou do nothing at 0 
Tilb. Well, we'll try again! f . 
Dan. Speak ing from within, "has always a fine 
effect. 


Sneer. Very. 
6 2 N. My vonquefing Thb; How | ft 
TING 
40 We meet? why are thy looks averſe ? what means 


That falling tear——that frown'of boding woe? 
% Hah! now indeed I am a priſoner? © 
% Ves, nou I feel the galling weight of theſe 
c Difataceful chains ——awhich, cruel Tilburina! 
& Thy doating captive gloried in before. 
c But thou art falſe, and Whiſkerandos is undone! 
6 7 415. O no; how little Yo thou Enow thy 
4 + & Piburina! 


ne 


ins 


« And if the winds reject you 


Adr 1. | THE CRITIC; ; 773 


« Mhiſt. Art thou then true! ? Begone cares, 
_ 6 doubts, and fears, 
te J make you all a preſent to the winds; 
try the waves. 
Puff. The wind you know, is the eftabliſhed re- 
eeiver of all ſtolen ſighe, and caſt off griefs and bene 
kenſions? 
« Tilb. Yet muſt we 1 70 2 
„ cour doom: 
«Though here F call yon- conſcious! clouds to wit · 
4 neſs, 5 6 
« Could I purſue the bis of my ſoul, 
« All friends, all right of parents, I'd diſclaim, 
«© And thou, my Whiſkerandos, ſhould'ſt be father 
And mother, brother, couſin, uncle, aunt, 
« And friend to me | 
„ Whit. O matehlefs execlicnce — muſt 
we part? 
4 Well, if e muſt——we muſt—and in that 
e caſe, | 
“The leſs is ſaid the better. 
Puff. Hey day! here's a cut What, are all the 
mutual proteſtations out? 
Tilb. Now, pray Sir, don't — us juſt here, 
you ruin our feelings. 
Puff. Your feelings bst zounds, my feelings, 
Ma'am ! 
Sneer. No; pray don't interrupt them. 
« hi. One laſt embrace. 
„ Tilb. Now farewell, for ever. 
6% Whi N. For ever! : 
6 Tilb. Aye, for ever. | [ Going. 


ſtern duty ſeals 
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Puff. S' death and fury !—Gadflife! Sir! Madam! 
if you, go out without 'the parting look, you might 
as well dance out--Here, here! 


Conf. But pray, Sir, how am I to get off here? 


Puff. You, pſhaw ! what the devil ſignifies how 


you get off! edge away at the top, or where you 
will. th ea the . of. ) ah Ma! am, you 
ſee | 
Tilb. we underſtand you, "7m | 
e 44 Aye, for ever. 
EG © Both, Ohh 3 Turning back and exeunt. 
9 Laue oliſes. 
e O ares 1 


Pu. Hey — tis pretty well I believe—you ſce 


I don't attempt to ſtrike out any thing new—but I 
take it I improve on the eſtabliſhed modes. 

- Sneer. You do. indeed, But pray is not ueen 
Elizabeth to appear ? 


Puff. No, not once—but ſhe is to be talk'd of for 


ever; ſo that, egad, you'll think a hundred times 
| _ that ſhe is on the point of coming in. 
Sneer. Hang it, I think its a pity to leer her in 


the green room all night. 
Puff. O no, that always . a fine eflet—it keeps 
up expe@ation. 

Dan, But are we not to wi a battle? bo 

Pup. Yes, yes, you will have a battle at laſt, but, 
egad, it's not to be by land - but by ſea—and that is 
the only quite new thing 1n the piece, | 

Dan. What, Drake at the Armada, hey? 

Pup. Yes, efaith—fire-ſhips and all then we ſhall 


* 


S }_ qe, .-» [ 


— 8 


8 


ſaddle? 
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end with the ene ee 1 * will do I. 
think. | 

Fneer. No doubt on't. 

Puff. Come, we muſt not loſe rime—fo now for 
the Under Plot. 

Sncer. What the * ws you: HE ns: '# 

Puff. O Lord, yes—evyer while yau live, have two- 
plots to your tragedy.— The grand point in manag- 
ing them, 1s only to let your under plot have as lit- 
tle connexion with your main plot as poſſible.—1 flat- 
ter myſelf nothing can be more diſtin& than mine, 
for as in my chief plot, the characters are all great 
people—1 have laid my under plot in low life and 


as the former is to end in deep diſtreſs, IL make the 


other end as happy as a farce.— Now Mr. Hopkins,. 
as ſoon as you pleaſe. | 


Enter UNDER PROM PTER»- 


Und. Prompt. Sir, the carpenter ſays it is * 
ble you can go to the Park ſcene yet. | 

Puff. The Park ſcene } No—TI mean the a 
tion ſcene here, in the wood. 

Und. Prompt. Sir, the performers have cut it out. 

Puff, Cut it out ! 

Und. Prompt. Yes, Sir. 
Puff. What! the whole account” of Queen Eliza» 
beth ? 7 

Dad. Prompt. Yes, Sir. 
- Puff. And the deſcription of her horſe and ſide· 


_ Und.  Prompe. Yes, Sir. 


276 THE CRITIC. Aer l. 


* Puff. So, fo, this is very fine indeed! Mr. Hop. 
kins, how the plague could you ſuffer this? 


_ Hoph. ( FOO rom reg Tap cs the pruning 


| knife— Gans 


Pup. The pruning en hi axe ! why, 


here has been ſuch lopping and topping, I ſhan't have 


the bare tnunk of my play left preſently. —Very well, 


Sir—the performers muſt do as they pleaſe, but upon 


my foul,” I'll print it every word: 


 Sneer.. That I would indeed. 


| Puff. Very well — Sir — then we muſt go on E 


zounds! I would not have parted with the deſcrip- 
tion of the horſe ! Well, Sir, go on—Sir, it was 
one of the fineſt and moſt laboured things—Very 
well, Sir, let- them go on—there you had him and 


his accoutrements from the bit to the crupper—very 


well, Sir, we muft go to the Park ſcene. 
Und. Prompt. Sir, there is the point, the carpen- 
ters ſay, that unleſs there is ſome buſineſs put in here 


before the drop, they ſhan't have time to clear away 


the fort, or fink. Graveſend and the river. 
Puff. So! this is a pretty dilemma truly i—Gen- 


tlemen—yoy muſt excuſe me, theſe fellows will 


never be ready, unleſs I go and look after them my- 
ſelf. 


Seer. O dear Sir—theſe little things will hap- 


pen— N , 


Puff. To c eut out this ſcene but Tl print it 


egad, I'll print it every word! [Exeunt. 


ACT 


66 
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Ac III. SCENE I. 


Before the Curtain. 
- Enter Purr, SNEER) and DANGLE. 


Porr. i 


Wirz, we are ready—now then for the dier 
[Curtain riſes; Fuſtices, Conſlablec, &c. diſcovered. J: 
Sneer. This, I ſuppoſe, is a ſort of ſenate ſcene. 

Puff. Fo be ſure—there has-not been one yet. 

Dan. It is the under plot, isn't it? 

Puff. Yes. What, gentlemen, do you mean te- 
go at once to the diſcovery ſcene ? 

uſt. If you pleaſe, Sir. 

Puff. O very well—harkee,' I Jon? t chuſe to ſay” 
any thing more, but efaith, they have mangled my 
play in a moſt ſhocking manner! 

Dan. It's a great pity ! 

Puff. Now then, Mr. Juſtice, if you pleaſe. 

« uf. Are all the volunteers without? 

6 Conſt. — They are, 

« Some ten in fetters, and ſome twenty drunk, 
« uſt. Attends the youth, whoſe moſt opprobri- 
« ous fame 
«And clear convicted erimes te fampe him fol- 

, War? 

„ Conft.. He waits your pleaſure ; eager to repay 
The bleſt reprieve that ſends him to the fields 
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; OT glory, there to raiſe his branded hand 
| 40 In honor s cauſe, 5 

c Fuſt. "Tis well tis juſtice arms him! 
4 O! may he now defend his country's laws 
4 With half the ſpirit he has broke them all! 
If *tis your worſhip? s pleaſure, bid him enter. 

1 Conſi. I fly, the herald of your will. 

[ Exit Conſtable. 


Puff, Quick, Sir — 

Sneer. But, Mr. Puff, I think not only the Juſtice 
but the clown ſeems to talk in as high a 898 as the 
firſt hero among them. _ 

Puff. Heaven forbid they ſhould not in a free 
country !—Sir, I am not for making flaviſh diſtine- 
tions, and giving all the fine N the upper 
ſort of people. 

Dan. That's very noble in 9225 indeed. 


Enter Juſtice's Lavy. 


Pu. Now pray mark this ſcene, 

Lady. Forgive this i interruption, good my love; 
But as I juſt now paſt, a pris ner youth 
1 Whom rude hands hither lead, fraoge bodings 
| „ ſeiz d 

« My fluttering heart, and to myſelf 1 ſaid, 

« An if our Tom had liv'd, he'd rely: been 
6 This ſtripling's height! os 

« 7. Ha! ture ſome powerful bora direct 
„Us both— 
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Enter Sox and ConsTABLE. 
+ WM © 747. What is thy name? of 
„ Sor. My name's Tom Jenkins—alias, have T. 
none 6 


60 Tho orphan'd, and without a friend! 


„% Fuſt. Thy parents? 
« Son. My father dwelt in Rocheſter and was, 


le. 
“As I have heard——a fiſhmonger——no more. 
> Puff. What, Sir, do you leave out the account of 
Fig your birth, parentage and education? 


Son. They have ſettled it ſo, Sir, here. 
Puff. Oh! oh! 
& Lady. How loudly nature whiſpers to = Rank 
« Had he no other name? 
« Son. I've ſeen a bill 
« Of his, ſign'd Ts; creditor. 
4 Juſt. This does indeed confirm each circumſtance 
“ The gypſey told e ; 
„ Fon. I do. 
N Juli. No orphan, nor without a Trend ar't 
ce thou | | 
J am thy father, here's thy mother, there 
dg Thy uncle this thy firſt couſin, and thoſe 
« Are all your near relations! 
„ Moth. O ecſtacy of bliſs! 
& Son. O moſt unlook'd for bappineſs! 
7. O wonderful event! 6 
Qs [They faint alternately in each others arme. 
Puff. There, you ſee relationſhip, like E 


will out. 


free 
ne- 


per 


re; 


— 


4 / - 
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ut. Now let's revive——elſe were this Joy too 
% much ! 
& But come and we'll Auel the reſt within, 
« And thou my boy muſt needs want reſt and food. 
Hence may each orphan hope, as chance directs, 
« To find a CINE Oey he leaſt expects 
[Exeunt, 


Pu. What 40 you think of that? 


Dan. One of the fineſt diſcovery-ſcenes I ever ſaw. 
—Why, this under-plot would have made a r | 


itſelf. 


Sneer. Aye, or a comedy either. 
7. And keeps quite clear you ſee of the other, 


E nter SCENEMAN, taking away the Seatr.. + 


Puff. The ſcene remains, does it? 
Scęneman. Yes, Sir. 
Pup. You are to leave one chair you know—But 


it is always awkward 1n a tragedy, to have you fellows 


coming in in your playhouſe liveries to remove things 


II wiſh that could be managed better. —80 now for 


my wyfterious Yeoman. 


Enter a BRETEATER. 


4 Beefeater. Perdition catch my ſoul but 7 do love 


«© thee. 
Snzer. Haven't I heard that line wy ? 
Puff. No, I fancy not Where pray? 


Dan. Ves, I think there is ſomething hke it in 


Othello. 
Puff. Gad! now you put me in mind on't, I be- 


4 


io => os hy 


1 wo 9 


But ſoſt- 
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lieve there is but that's of no confequence all that 
can be ſaid 18, that two people happened to hit on 
the ſame thought And Shakeſpeare made uſe of it 


firſt, that's all. 


Sneer, Very true. 
Puff. Now, Sir, your ſoliloquy—but ſpeak more 
to the pit, if you pleaſe—the ſoliloquy always to the 
pit —that's a rule. 
« Brefeater. Tho' hopeleſs love 228 5 comfort i in. 
„ deſpair, _ | 
« It never can endure a rival's bliſs ! 
I am obſerv'd. [Ext Beefeater. 
Dan. That's a very ſhort ſoliloquy. 
Puff. Yes—but it would have been a great deal 
longer if he had not been obſerved. 
Sneer. A moſt ſentimental Beefeater that, Mr. 


Puff. 


Puff. Harkee I would not have you be too ſure 
that he is a Beefeater. 
Sneer. What ! a hero in Aifguiſe ? f 
. Puff. No matter—T only give you a hint—But 
now for my principal character Here he comes 
Lord Burleigh in perſon! Pray, gentlemen, ſtep. 
this way—ſoftly—I only hope the Lord High Trea- 
ſurer 18 perfect —if he is but perfect! 


[Enter BuxL EIO, Foes Joy to a chair on is ] 


Sreer. Mr. Puff! 

Puff. Huſh !—vaſtly well, Sir! vaſtly vel, a 
moſt intereſting gravity ! | 

Dan. What, isn't he to ſpeak at all? 

Puff. Egad, I thought you'd aſk me 3 


; 


| 


i 
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is a very likely thing—that a Miniſter i in his ſituation, 
with the whole affairs of the nation on his head, 
| ſhould have time to talk !—but hank or you'll put 
him out. 

 Sneer. Put him out ! how the plague can that be, 


if he's not going to ſay any thing? 


Puff. There's a reaſon !—why, his part is to 
think, and how the plague ! do you imagine he can 
think if you keep talking? ; 

Dan, That's very true, upon my word ! A 

[Burleigh comes forward, ſhakes his head and exit. ] 


Sncer. He is very perfect indeed Now, pray 


what did he mean by that? 
Puff. You don't take it? 
Sucer. No; I don't upon my ſoul. 
Puff. Why, by that ſhake of the head, he gave 


you to underſtand that even tho? they had more jul- 


tice in their cauſe and wiſdom in their meaſures—yet, 
if there was not a greater ſpirit ſhown on the part of 
the peaple—the country would at laſt fall a ſacri- 
fice to the hoſtile ambition of the Spaniſh monar- 
chy. | 
Sneer. The devil !—did her mean all that by ſhaking 
his head ? 
Pope. Every word of it—if ks Rook his head as [ 
taught him. 

- Dan. Ah! there is certainly a vaſt deal to be done 
en the ſtage by dumb ſhew, and expreſſion of face, 
and. a Judicious author knows how much he may truſt 


to it. 
Sueer. O, here are ſome of our old acquaintance. 


4 Have gain'd their hearts- 


AcT Ill. Ioan. x23 


Enter HaTToON and RaLEiGH:. 


* Sir Chrif. My: niece, and your niece too ! | 
& By heav'n there's witchcraft in't 
«. elfe 


But ſee where they 
« approach; 


ee Some horrid purpoſe low'ring on their 3 | 


Sir V. al. Let us withdraw and mark them. 


[They withdraws 
Sneer. What 1s al this? 


Puff. Ah! here has been more pruning but 
the fact is, theſe two young ladies are alſo in love 


with Don Whiſkerandos.— Now, gentlemen, this. 


ſcene goes entirely for what we call Situation and 


Stage Effect, by which the greateſt applauſe may be 
obtained, without the affiſtance of language, ſenti- 
ment or character: pray mark ! 


Eil the Two Ni1teces. 


| « if Niece. Ellena here! 


„ She is his ſcorn as much as I— that 1s 
Some comfort {ill ! | | 
Puff, O dear Madam, you are not to ſay that to 


her face — guide, Ma'am, aſide.— The whole ſcene is 


to be aide. 
/ Niece. She is his ſeorn as much as I—that is 


& Some comfort itil! | [Afide. 


4 2d Niece. I know he prizes not Pollina's love, | 
5 But Tilburina lords it o'er his heart. [Afide. 


He could not 


* 
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* 1/2 Niece. But. fee the proud. deſtroyer of mx 
% peace.” 
& Revenge is all the good I've left. [46 de. 


6 2d Niece. He comes, the falle diſturber of my 


4 quiet. 


or: Now vengeance do thy worſt - [Afide. 


Euter 1 


% Mhiſt. O hateful liberty —if thus in vain” 
er J ſeek my Tilburina! a 
« Both Nieces. And ever malt! 2 
« Sir Chriſtopher and Sir Walter come forward.” 
« Hold.! we will avenge you. | 
ist. Hold you——or ſee your nieces bleed! 


[The beuo nieces draw their tauo daggers to ſirile 
Whiſterandos, the two Uncles at the inflant evith © 


— 


their two ſwords drawn, catch their tavo nieces 


arms, and turn the points of their ſayords io 
 Whiſterandos, - who immediataly draws two : 
daggers, and holds them to the two nieces? xy 


ſons. J 
Puff. There's fituation for you Mithere? s an he- 
roĩc group !—You ſee the ladies can't ſtab Whiſker- 


andos—he durſt not ſtrike them for fear of their un- 


cles—the uncles durſt not kill him, becauſe of their 


nieces—T have them all at a dead lock for every 


one of them is afraid to let go firſt. 


Sncer. Why, then they muſt ſtand there for ever! 
Puff. So they would, if J hadn't a very fine con- 


trivance for't—Now mind 


97 


4 


00 
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Enter BRETEATER with his Halberd. 
«. Beefeater. In the Queen's name I charge you 
« all to drop . | | 

« Your ſwordg and daggers ! 

1 L They drop their ſwords and daggers; 

Sls That is a contrivance indeed. 

Puff Aye—in the Queen” s name. 
- & Sir Ghriſ. Come niece!” | 

« Sir Ral. Come niece !* | 
[ien with the tavo niecers. 
«.Whiſek. What's he, who bids us. thus renounce 


& our guard? 
(6. phe avon Thou muſt do more, renounce thy 


&« love 
« Whiſk. Thou lieſt- baſe Beefeater! 
% Beefeater. H Hell l che het - 


“By heav'n thou'ſt rous'd the lion in my heart! 

« Off yeoman's habit !—baſe diſguiſe !—off'! off! 
[Diſcovers himſelf, by throwing off his upper dreſs, 
and appearing in a very fine waiſtcoat.] 

% Am I a Beefeater now? 

Or beams my creſt as terrible as when 

In Biſcay's Bay I took thy captive ſloop. 

Puff. There, egad ! he comes out to be the very 
Captain of the privateer who had taken Whiſkeran- 
dos priſoner and was W an old lover of T- 
burina's. 

Dan. Admirably manag'd indeed- 

Puff, Now ſtand out of their way. 

„% Whiſk. I thank thee fortune * that haſt thus bee 

> fiow'd 


| « Wor all clew- 


6 a weapon. to chaſe this e 
[Taber up one of the ſwords, 
* 6 i Beefeater: 11 ke thy Fhallonge, Spaniards and 

1 thank | 
4 Thee fortune too !— . [Takes up the other word. 
Dan, That's ae contrived !—it ſeems as 
* the two uncles had left ß {words on pprpoſe for 
them. 


them. 
Whiſk. Vengeance nad Tiburina 1 - 
5 « s Beefeater, K xactly fo —_ 


[They fight, and after the uſual number of wounds 
+, giveny Mhiſterandos falls. ] _ 
« Whit. O curſed parry l that laſt ot in 


& tierce 


„ Was tales Contain, thou haſt fenced well! 


« And Whiſkerandos.quits this buſtling ſcene, 

« For all eter _ | 
„ Beefeater. ,—nity—He would have added, but 

« ſtern death _ 

Cut ſhort his being, and the noun at once! 
Puff. O, my dear Sir, you are too flow, now 

mind me. Sir, ſhall I trouble you to die again? 

..* Whiſk, And Whifkerandos quits this. buſtling 


& ſcene 


« Beefeater. = bag We added— 


Puff. No, Sir—that's not it —once more if you 


3 3 1 
I al I wiſh, Sir—you would practiſe this with- 
out me 1 can't ſtay dying here all * 


Puff. No, egad, they could not help leaving 


de. 


in 


ut 


n: 
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Puff. Very well, we'll go over it by e 

In humour theſe gentlemen ! 
[Exit Whiſkerandos.. 

6 Beefeater. Farewell brave Spaniard ! and. 
When next 

Puff. Dear Sir, you needn't ſpeak that ſpeech as 
the body has walked off. 

Beefeater, That's tr ue, Sir 
fleet. FEY 
Puff. If you nt. £ [Exit Beefeater. 


Now who comes on? 


hen PI! join the 


Enter Gorzanos, with his hair properly diſordered. 


« Gov. A hemiſobers of evil planets reign ! 
And every planet ſheds contagious phrenſy ! 
« My Spaniſh priſoner is ſlain! my daughter, 
Meeting the dead corle borne along——has. gone. 
« Diftract t [4 loud flouriſh of trumpets. 

% But hark ! 1 1 am ſummon'd to the fort, 
Perhaps the fleets have met! amazing erifis | 
“O Tilburina ! from thy aged father's beard 
« Thou'ft pluck'd the few brown hairs which time 
.- * had ct ! [Ext e 

Sneer. Poor gentleman |! 

Puff. Yes—and no one to blame ot his daughter! 

Dan. And the planets 


| Puff, True —Now enter Tilburina !— 
Sneer. Egad, the buſigeſs comes on * here. 
Puff. Yes, Sir now He comes in ſtark. mad in 
white ſatin. 
' Sneer, Why in white ſatin? 
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Puff. O Lord, Sir, when a heroine goes mad, 
ſhe always goes into - white ſatin don't ſſie, Dan. 


gle? 


Dan. A a rule. 


Puff. Yes—here it 1 looking at he book. 4 


Enter Tilburina ſtark mad in white latin,” and her 
| confidant ſtark mad in white linen.” 


Enter TIL BURMA and Conrroant mad, accord. 


ing to cuſtom. 


Sneer. But what the deuce:'t is the.confidant to be: 


mad too ? 


Puff. To be ſure ſhe is, the conſidant is 8 to 
do whatever her miſtreſs does; weep when ſhe weeps, 


ſmile when ſhe ſmiles, go mad when ſhe goes mad. 


neſs in the back ground, if you pleaſe. 

« Tilb; The wind whiſtles— the moon riſe 

„(86 fee 

% They have kill'd my ſquirret] in his cage! 
« Is this a graſshopper Ha! no, it is my 
% Whiſkerandos——you ſhall not keep him 
„ know you have him in your pocket=—— 
4 An oyſter may be croſs'd in love Who ſays 
& A whale's a bird? Ha! did you call, my love?! 


He's here! He's there !—He's every where! 
«© Ah me! He's no where! [Exit Tilburina. 
Ruff. There, do you ever deſire to ſee any body 


maddes than that? 
| Sneer. Never while I live! 


Puff. You obſerved how ET” the metro? 


x 
55 
* 


Now, Madam Confidant but — keep your mad - 
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Dan. Yes—egad, it was the firſt thing made me 
ſuſpect ſne was out of her ſenſes. 15 
Fneer. And pray what becomes of her ? 


Puff. She is gone to throw herſelf into the ſea to 
be ſare—and that brings us at once to the ſcene of 


action, and ſo to my . ſea · fight, I 
mean. 

Sneer. What, you bring that in at laſt ? 

Puff. Yes—yes—you know my play is zalled the 


Spaniſh Armada, otherwiſe, egad, I have no occaſion 


for the battle at all. —Now. then for my magnifi- 


. cence !—my battle my noiſe !—and my proceſſi- 
.on !—Yeuare all ready? 


Prompt. (Within, ) Yes, 'Sirs 
Puff. Is the Thames dreft ? 


Enter THAMEs, i tao Attendants. 


Thames Here I am, Sir. 
Fuß. Very well indeed —8See, i there's | 
à river for you !-—This is blending a little of the 


maſque with my tragedy—a new fancy you know 
and very uſeful in my caſe; for as there muſt be a pro- 
ceſſion, I ſuppoſe Thames and all his tributary rivers 
to compliment Britannia with a fete in honour of the 
victory. | 


Sneer. But pray, who are theſe gentlemen in green 
with him ? 

Puff. Thoſe ?—thoſe are his banks. 

Sneer, His banks? 


Puff. Ves, onecrown'd with alders, and the other 


with a villa you take the alluſions ?—but hey! 
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What the plague ! you have. got both your banks on 
one fide—Here, Sir, come, round—Ever while You 
live, Thames; go between your banks. {Bell rings.) 
here, foh'! now for't !—Stand aſide, my dear 
nenn Thins! 4 
„ Exit Thames . his Aal. 
F F. — of drums—trumpets—cannon, c. Oc. 
Scene changes to the fſea—the fleets engage—the 
muſic plays * Britannia firitde home.*—Spanij 
fleet deftroy'd by fire-ſbips, &c.— Engliſh fl 
advance mic plays * Rule Britannia. — 
© + The proceſſion of all the Enghſh rivers and ihir 
tributaries with their emblems, Ee. begins will 
Handel's water muſe end. avith a chorus 
the march in Juda Maccabzeus.—Dauring thi 
ſcene, P uf a direfs and applauds every thing — 
then] 
Puff. Well, pretty We not quite bed 
ſo ladies and gentlemen, if mo -— {a we'll — 
e . e. WOT de 
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PROLOGUE. 
. — D - 1 5 


BY THE AUTHOR. 
SPOKEN BY 


MR. WOODWARD AND MR. QUICK. 


— — 


Enter Serjeant at Law, and Attorney following, 
| and giving a _ 
Serj. 
WH 4 T's here—a vile cramp Band] I cannot 2 | 
Without my ſpeaacles. Att. Ze means his fee. 
Nay, Mr. Serjeant, good Sir, try again. 
[ [Gives Money. 
Serj. The ſcrawl improves [more] O come, tis pret= © 
ty plain. 
Hey!] how's this ?—Dibble! — Hure it cannot be ! 
A Poet's Brief ! A Poet and à Fee! 
Att. Yea Sir !{—though you without R exvard, F 4 
tnoau, 
Would gladly plead the Muſes cauſe—(Serj.) $0—So ! 
And if the Fee offends your wrath fhould fall 
On me—{( Serj.) Dear Dibble no offence at all— 
Att. Some Sons of Phabus—in the Courts ave meet, 
Serj. And fifty ſons of Phabus in the Fleet ! 
Att. Nor pleads he worſe, who with a decent orig | 
Of Bays—adorns his legal waſte of wig. 
Serj. Null. bottom d Heroes thus, on figns, unfurl 
4 leaf of laurel in a grove of chrl ! 
I 


| .PROLOGUE. 5 
RR —— — 
Yet tell your Client, that, in adverſe days, | 
This Wig is warmer than a buſh of Bays. © 
Att. Do you then, Sir, my Client's place ſupply, n 
Profuſe of robe, and prodigal of tye 
Do you, with all thoſe bluſhing pow'rs of face, 
And wonted baſhful Bſitating grace, 
Riſe in the 2 and Jour on the Caſe. 


[ Exit, 
Se. For prac then fuppoſe—this B ad vill 2 8 
—— 
Me, Serjeant Woodward Counſel for the "I ( 
Us'd to the ground] know tis hard to deal 7 
With this dread Court, from whence there's no appeal; 4 
Mo Tricking Here, io Blunt the edge of Law, ly 
Or, damn'd in Equity—eſcape by Flaw : J 
But Judgment given your Sentence nin? remain; ; 4 
—No Writ of Error lies—to Drury-lane |! | 
WY when ſo kind you ſeem—tis paſt diſpute _ { 
We gain ſome favour, if not. Coſts of Suit. U 
Mo ſpleen is here! I ſee no hoarded fury ; 4 
—1 think Tnever fac'd a milder Fury! / ll 
Sad elſe our plight !—where frowns are tranſportation, 4 
A hiſs the gallows—and a groan, . damnation ! : 4 
BY Hut ſuch the public candour, without fear 55 
+2 Y Client waves all right of challenge here. _ 7 
11 Mo Newſmen from our Sęſſiom is diſmiſs'd, D 
. | | Mor Wit nor Critic we ſcratch off the lily, =«< © B 
3 His faults can never hurt another's eaſe, T 
Hit crime at worſi—a bad attempt to __ 
Thus, all reſpecting, he appeals to all, f * 
And by the en voice will ſtand or fal.“ 


— Fry — — 
— * 


on, 


— 
— 


| PROLOGUE. | | 
, 835 ; | - . 8 


BY THE AUTHOR, 
| SPOKEN ON THE TENTH NIGHT, 1 


BY MRS. BULKLEY, 


— — 


GRANTED our Cauſe, our ſuit and trial ver, 
The wort hy $ erjeant need appear no more 


In pleaſing J a different Client chuſe, 


He ſerv'd the Poet. I would /erve the M. uſe « 
Like him, Dll try to merit your applauſe, „ 
A female counſel in a female's cauſe. 
Look on this form Dre Humour quaint and ſly, 
Dimples the cheek, and points the beaming eye ; 
Where gay Invention ſeems to boaſt its awiles 
In amorous hint, and half-triumphant ſmiles ; 
While her light maſks or covers Satire's flrokes, 
All hides the conſcious bluſh, her <vit provokes. 
— Look on her well—does ſhe ſeem form'd to teach? 
Shou'd you expect to hear this lady reach? 7 
It grey experience ſuited to her youth ? 
Do ſolemn ſentiments become that mouth ? 
Bid her be grave, thoſe lips ſhould rebel prove 
To every theme that flanders mirth or love. 
Yet thus adorn d with every graceful art 
To charm the fancy and yet reach the heart—— 


Pointing to the Figure of Comedy. 
| I 2 | 


LOG 


PROLOGUE, 
| Muſt wwe diſplace her? And inſteud advance 

The Goddeſs of the woeful countenance— | 

The ſentimental Muſe !—Her emblems view 

The Pilgrim's progreſs, and a ſprig of rue! 
Vie her —too chaſte to look like fleſh and blood— 
. Primly portray'd on emblematic <vood ! 

There fix*d in uſurpation ſoow'd ſhe ſtand, 


i} 


Shell ſnatch the dagger from her fifter's hand - L. 

And having made her votaries weep a flood | H 

Good Heav'n ! ſhell end her Comedies in Blood. 6; 

= Bid Harry Woodward break poor Dunſtall's crown! a 
1 Impriſon Quick and knock Ned Shuter down ; 4 
While ſad Barſanti—weeping oer the ſcene, 6. 
Shall lab herſelf —or poiſon Mrs. Green. 4 

Such dire encroachments to prevent in time, | 6-7 


Demands the Critic's voice—the Poet's rhyme. 
Can our light ſcenes add ſtrength to holy lazvs ! 
Such puny patronage but hurts the cauſe : 


Farr Viriue ſcorns our feeble aid to at:; | W 
And moral Truth diſdains the Trickfter's maſh. Jo 
For here their fav'rite tands*, whoſe brow—ſevere Bi 


And ſad—claims Youth*s reſpe@, and Pity's teur; 
Who— when oppreſsd by foes her worth creates 


Can point a poignard at the Guilt ſbe hates, ; , 
a | 4 85 , 
* Pointing to Tragedy. | Al 
| . | 
Ti 
Tl 


a 


K 0 x * 
a * j 7 « 4 Fl 4 
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EPILOGUE. 


(mm Abs — : 2 
— — — — * — 2 


By THE AUTHOR. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. BULELEY.- 


— 13 


LADIES 1 ee heard our Poet ſay 


He'd try to coax ſome Moral from his Play: 


© One morals plain—cried [-—roithout more fuſs ; 


Man's ſocial happineſs all reſts on Uu 


& Thro all the Drama-——whether damn'd or not— + 3 
Love oo the. Scene, and Women guide the plot. ; 
From ev'ry ran —oledience is our due 

Dye doubt? The world 's great ſtage ſhall prove it 


v true. 


7. Ci. el ill 'd to un — Arif. 

Will ſup abroad ;—but firſt—hell aft his wife: 
John Trot, his friend for once, will do the ſame, 
But then—hell juſt Rep home to tell his dame —- 


The ſurly *Squire—at noon reſolves to rule, 
And half the day—Zounds Madam is a fool! 
Convinc'd at night—the vangui d Victor ſays, 
Ah.! Kate ! you women have luck coaxing ways! 


The jolly Toper hides od — Mads— 
Till reeling Bacchus calls on Love for aid : 
Then with each Toaſt, he ſees fair bumpers Juin, BD” 
And ki es Chloe on the ſparkling Brim 7 | | 


EPILOGUE. 5 


"New, F PIGS 1 that eee and wiſe—. 


Will ſometimes counſel with a Lady's eyes ; | 

T he ſervile ſurors—awatch her various face, 
She ſmiles preferment—or ſhe frowns diſgrace, 
Cur ties a penſion bere—there wade a place. 


Nor with le WA awe, in Ff 7 humbler life, 
Ir view'd the miſtreſs, or is heard the wile. 
T he pooreft Peaſant of the pooreſt ſoil, 
T he child of Poverty, and heir to Toil— © 
Early from radiant Love's impartial light, 
Steals one ſmall ſpark, to cheer his world of night : 


Dear ſpark !-—that oft thro” winter r chilling oer, 


It all the warmth his little cottage Enos ! 


The wand'ring Tar—wwho, not for years, has preſe'd 


T he widow'd partner of his day of 1 .. - 
On the cold dock—far from her arms remov'd— 
Still hums the ditty which his Suſan low'd : 

And while around the cadence rude is blown,, 
The Boatſwain whiſtles in a ſofter tone. 


The Soldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 


Peat for the triumph of his Nancy's ſmile ; 
But ers the battle, ſhould he liff? her cries, ; 
The Lover trembles—and the Hero dies | = 

| That heart, by war and honour ſteel'd to fear, 
Droops on a a figh, and ſiclens at a tear! 


But Ye more cautious—ye nice judging . 5 


Who give to Beauty only Beauty* due, 


Tho friends to Love Le view with deep regret. ; 


Our * marr” d—and triumphs incomplete, 


es 


* ne 8 — ©” «a N k 


EPILOGUE. 


Till poliſh*d Wit more laſting charms diſcloſe, 
And Judgment fix the darts which Beauty throws !. 
In female breaſts did Senſe and Merit rule, | 
The Lover's mind would aſ# no other ſchool ; 
Sham'd into ſenſe—the Scholars of our eyes, 

Our Beaux from Gallantry would ſoon be wiſe ; 
Would gladly light their homage to improve, 

The Lamp of Knowledge at the Torch of Love 1 
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— 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. | 


* 
. * a 4 * „ 


* 


Men. 
Sir AnTuony ABSOLUTE, + >= Mr. Shuter. 
\ CAPTAIN ABSOLUTE, = = - Mr. Woodward. 
FAULELAND, .» » Mr. Lewis. 


PTT! v k. 
Sir Lucius O'Tzicgrn, - Mr. Clinch. 
Fas, - Ci - - Mr. Lee-L.ewes, 
no, - C-— © Mr. Dunital. 


. 


Coacnman,  - ' +» - » Mr, Fearon. 


— 


Women. 


Mrs. MALAP ROT, - - - Mrs, Green. 
LyDIA LANnGvuisn, - - - Miſs Barſanti, 
Julia, — - © = Mrs, Bulkley. 
11 He 0.9 Mrs. Leſſingham. 
| Maid, Boy, Servants, &c. | 
Scens, Bath 
Time of Action, within One Day, 


Milk 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Street in Bath. 
4 


Coach HMAN x calls the 1 5 Fac, looking 


after him. 


Fac. | 

133 Thomas Sure *tis he ?- 
Thomas !—Thomas ! 

Coachman. Hey! Odd's life !—Mr. Fag —give 
us your hand, my old fellow ſervant. 

Fag. Excuſe my glove, Thomas !—Pm Jev'liſh | 
glad to ſee you, my lad: why, my prince of chario- 
teers, you look as hearty !—but who the deuce 
thought of ſeeing you in Bath ? 

Coachman. Sure, Maſter, Madam Julia, Nev, 
Mrs. Kate, and the poſtillion be all come. 

Fag. Indeed! Hts | 

Coachman. Aye! Maſter thought another fit of 
the gout was coming to make him a viſit :—ſo he'd 


15 


What — 
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a mind to gi't the flip, and W we were all off at” 
an hour's warning. 2 
Fag. Aye, aye! haſty in every thing, or it would 
not be Sir Anthony Abſolute ! 
Coachman. But tell us, Mr. Fag, how does young 
Mafter ? Odd ! Sir Anthony | will ſtare to ſee He 
Captain here 
Frag. I do not ſerve Captain Abſolute NOW, — 
_ Coachman. Why ſure ! 
Fag. At preſent I am employed by Enſign Be: 


verley. 
Coachman. I doubt, Mr. Fag, you ha'n't chang. 
ed for the better. ; 


Fag. I have not changed, „ 

Coachman. No! why didn't you wy Fo had left 
young Maſter ? © 

Fag. No—Well, honeſt 88 1 muſt puz- 
zle you no farther ;—briefly then — Captain Ab- | 
ſolute and Enſign ag are one and the ſame 
'perſon. # : 1 
Coachman. The devil this are! 

Fag. So it is indeed, Thomas; and the . 
half of my Maſter being on guard at preſent—the 
Captain has nothing to do with me. 1 
Coachman. So, ſo !—what, this is fore freak, I 
warrant !—=Do tell us, Mr. Fag, the inne ot. 
you know I ha” truſted you. 

Fag. You'll be ſecret, Thomas? 

Coachman. As a coach-horſe. . 
Fag. Why then the cauſe of all this i—Zove— 
Love, Thomas, who (as you may get read to you) 


5 


I. 


Fat 


uld 


Ing 
the 


— 


neſſed together in matrimony. 
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has been a maſquerader ever ſince the days of Jupi- 


ter . | 1 65 754 
Coachman. Aye, aye ;—I gueſſed there was a lady 
in the caſe :—but pray, why does your Maſter paſs 
only for Enfign 2—now if he had ſhamm'd General 
indeed 

Fag. Ah! Thi there lies the myſlery o'the 
matter.—Hark' ee, Thomas, my Maſter is in love 
with a lady of a very ſingular taſte: a lady who 


likes him better as a half-pay Enfign, than if ſhe knew 


be was ſon and heir to Sir Anthony. Abſolute, a ba- 
ronet of i ree thouſand a- year. 

Coachman. That is an odd taſte indeed 13555 has 
ſhe got the ſtuff, Mr. Fag ; is ſhe rich, hey? 

Fag. Rich !—why, I believe ſhe owns half the 
ſtocks !—Z—ds ! Thomas, ſhe could pay the nati- 
onal debt as eafily as I could my waſherwoman !— 
She has a lap dog that eats out of gold—ſhe feeds 
her parrot with ſmall pearls—and all her thread-pa- 
pers are made of bank notes | 

Coachman. Bravo !—faith !—Odd } I warrant ſhe 


has a ſet of thouſands at leaſt :—but. does ſhe . 


kindly with the Captain ? 


Fag. As fond as pigeons. 
Coachman. May one hear her name! 2 


Fag. Miſs Lydia Languiſ But there is an old 
tough aunt in the way though by the bye— 
ſhe has never ſeen my Maſter—for he got ac- 
quainted with Miſs while on a viſit in -Glouceliers 


ſhire. 
Coachman. Well—I wiſh they were once har. 


—But pray, Ms. 
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Fag, what kind of a place is this Bath ?—I ha 
| heard a deal of en. s a mort © &'merry-amaking— 
| key?- 

A Pretty well, Thin protty- well— tis a 
good lounge; in the morning we go to the pump- 
room (though neither my maſter nor I drink the was 
ters); after breakfaſt we ſaunter on the parades or 
play a game at billiards; at night we dance: but 
d—n the place, I'm tired of it: their regular hours 
K ipiſy me—not a fiddle nor a card after eleven 
| However, Mr. Faulkland's gentleman and JI keep it 
up a little in private parties ;—-PlI intrgduce you 
there, Thomas—you'll like him much. 
Coachman. Sure I know Mr. Du-Peign—you know 

his Maſter is to marry Madam Julia. 

 Fag. I had forgot—But Thomas you muſt poliſh 
a little—indeed you muſt.— Here now— this 
wig !—what the devil do you do with a wig, Tho- 

mas ?—none of the London whips of any degree of 
Ton wear wvigs now. 
Coachman. More's the pity ! more's he pity, I 
ſay—Odd's life! when 1 heard how the lawyers and 
doctors had took to their own hair, I thought how 
*twould go next. Odd rabbit it! when the faſhion 
had got foot on the Bar, I gueſs'd *twould mount to 
the Box but *tis all out of character, believe me, 
Mr. Fag : and-look'ee, L'Il never gi' up mine—the 
| lawyers and doctors may do as they will. | 

Fag. Well, Thomas, we'll-not quarrel about that. 

Coachman. Why, bleſs you, the gentlemen of the 
profeſſions ben't all of a mind — for in our village 
now tho'ff Jacl Gauge the exciſeman has ta'en to his 
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carrots, there's little Dick the farrier ſwears he'lt 
never forſake his bob, tho” all the college ſhould * 

r with their own heads ! | 

Fag. Indeed! well ſaid Diek! but hold—mark ! 
nork! Thomas. 

Coacbman. Zooks! *tis the Captain—Is chat the 
lady with him? 

Fag. Noi no! that is Madam Ta Maſ- 
ter's miſtreſs's maid. —They lodge at that houſe but 
I muſt after him to tell him the news. 
Coachman. Odd! he's giving her money 
well, Mr. Fag 

Fag. Good bye, Thomas. —1 . an appoint» 
ment in Gyde's Porch this evening at eight; meet 
me ne and we'll make a little party. | 

[ Exeunt nn | 


— 4 * ws — 
4 — 


SCENE II. 


A Dreſſing-room in Mrs. Malaprop's Lodginge. 


Lypr4 fitting on a ſopha, with a book in her hand — 
Lucy, as Juſt returned from a meſſage. 


| Tan: Indeed, Ma'am, I travers'd half the town 


in ſearch of it :—1 don't believe there's a circulating 


library in Bath, I ha'nt been at. 
Lydia. And could 1 not you get © The Reward of 


 Conftancy ? 


Lucy. No indeed, Ma'am. ; 
Lydia. Nor The Fatal Connection?“ 
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7; On No indeed, Ma'am. 1 

- ' Lydia. Nor * The Miſtakes of the Heart! Yy 
Tucy. Ma'am, as ill-luck would have it, Mr. 
Bull faid Miſs Sukey Saunter had Juſt fetch'd it. 
_ 

Lydia. Heigh-bo Did you enquire for « "The 
Delicate Diſtreſs ? 

Lucy. ——Or The Memoirs of Lady Wood- 
ford?“ Yes 2 Ma'am.—T aſk'd every where 
for it ; and I might have brought it from Mr. Frede- 
rick's, but Lady Slattern Lounger, who had juſt 
ſent it home, had ſo ſoiled and rene it, it 
wa” n't fit for a chriſtian to read. | 

Tydia. Heigh-ho ves, I always know when 
Lay Slattern has been before me.— She has a mot 
obſerving thumb; and I believe cheriſhes her nails 
for the convenience of making marginal notes. 
Well, child, what have you brought 1 me ? 

Lucy. Oh! here Ma'am. | 

[Taking books from under her cloak, od from 
| her pockets. } 
This is © The Gordian Knot'—and this © Peregrine 
Pickle.” Here are © The Tears of Senſibility,“ and 
© Humphry Clinker.“ This is © The Memoirs of a 
Lady of Quality, written by herſelf, Hand here the 
ſecond volume of © 'Fhe Sentimental Journey.“ 

Lydia. 9-3 ns What are thoſe books by the 
glaſs? 

Lucy. The great one is only © The ilk Duty of 
Man,* where I preſs a few blonds, Ma'am. 

Lydia. Very well—give me the ſal volatile. 

Lucy. ls it in a blue cover, Ma'am ? 


= - 


Sq 


Ir. 


Tut I have loſt him, Julia! 
cover'd our intercourſe by a note ſhe intercepted, 


here, a: Lady Macſhuffle's rout, 
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Lydia. My ſmelling-bottle, you ſimpleton ! 

Lucy. O, the drops !—here Ma'am. 

- Lydia. Hold? Where 8 fome one . : 
ſee who it 18. | [Exit 1 
—_— I heard my couſin 1 s voice! 

[ Reventer Lucy. 

Jai Lud! Mz: am, here's is Miſs vs 1 O7 

"Oe Is it pollible 7 | a 


Burr Tas 


Lydia. My deareſt Julia, how delighted am I? 
(Embrace) How unexpected was this happineſs ! 

Julia. True, Lydia and our pleaſure is the 
greater ;—but what has been the matter ?—you were 
denied to me at firſt ! 50h 

Lydia. Ah, Julia, I have a end things to 
tell you! but firſt inform me, what has pores peer 
you to Bath ?—Is Sir Anthony here? | 

Fulia. He is—we are arrived within this hour— 
and I ſuppoſe he will be here to wait on Mrs. Mala- 
prop as ſoon as he is dreſs'd. 

Lydia. Then before we are interrupted, let 1 me 
impart to you ſome of my diſtreſs!— I know your 
gentle nature will ſympathize with me, tho? your 
prudence'may condemn me !—My letters have in- 
form'd you of my whole connection with Beverley ; 
my aunt has diſ- 


and has confined me ever ſince - Vet, would you 
believe it? ſhe has fallen abſolutely in love with a tall 
Iriſh Baronet ſhe met one night ſince we have been 


Us 
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Julia. You jeft,. Lydia 


Lydia. No, upon my word. She malls carries on 
a kind of eorreſpondence with him, under a feigned- 


name though, till ſhe chuſes to be known to him ;,—. 


but it is a Delia or a Celia, I affure you. 

Julia. Then, ſurely, be is now more en 
to her niece. 

Lydia. Quite the 3 Since ſhe _ dil. 
covered her own frailty, ſhe is become more ſuſpi- 
cious of mine. Then I muſt inform you of another 
plague . That odious Heres is to be in Bath to- 

day; ſo that I was I ſhalt be teaſed out of all. 
fpirits ! 13 
FJiulia. Come, come, A hope for. the beſt 
Sir Anthony ſhall ufe his intereſt n Mrs. Mala- 
Prop. „ Sn 
Lydia. But 3 you es not heard the worſt. Un- 
fortunately I had quarreld with my poor Beverley, 
juſt before my aunt made the Siſeovery' and I have 
not ſeen him ſince to make it up. 

Fulia. What was his offence ? _ 

Lydia. Nothing at all!— But, I don't "i how 


it was, as often as we had. been together, we had 


never had a quarrel !—And ſomehow, I was afraid 
he would never give me an opportunity.—So, laſt 


Thurſday, I wrote a letter to myſelf, to inform my- 
ſelf that Beverley was at that time paying his ad- 


dreſſes to another woman. I ſigned it, your Friend 
unknown, ſhew'd it to Beverley, charg*d him with 
his falſehood, put myſelf in a violent reap and vow'd 


I'd never ſee him more. 
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Julia. And you let him depart fa, and have not 
ſeen him ſince? 
Lydia. Twas the next 42 my aunt found the 
matter out; I intended only to have teaſed him 
three days and a half, and now ve 1 him for 


Ever. 


Julia If he is as a and fan as you 
have repreſented him to. me, he will never give you. 
up ſo. Yet conſider, Lydia, you tell me he is but 
an Enſign, and you have thirty thouſand pounds! 

Lydia. But you know Floſe moſt of my fortune 
if I marry without my aunt's conſent, till of age; 
and that is what Thave determin'd' to do, ever ſince 
I knew the penalty. —Nor could I love the man, wha. 
would wiſh to wait a day for the alternative. 5 

Julia. Nay, this is caprice !- 

Lydia. What, does Julia tax me with caprice ? 
_ thought her laver Faulkland had enured hee 
to it. 

Julia. I do not love even his faults. 

Lydia. But a-propos—you have ſent to him, I 
ſuppoſe? e . 

Julia. Not yet, upon my word — nor has 15 the 
leaſt idea of my being in Bath. Sir Anthony's 
reſolution was ſo ſudden, I could not inform him 
of it. | 

Lydia. Well, Julia, vou are your own miſtreſs, 
(though under the protection of Sir Anthony) yet 
bave you, for this long year, been a ſlave to the 


caprice, the whim, the jealouſy of this ungrateful 
Faulkland, who will ever delay aſſuming the right 
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of a huſband, while you — him to be equally i im. 


e as a lover. 

Julia. Nay, you are wrong . — We were 
contracted before my father's death. — That, and 
fome conſequent embarraſſments, have delay'd what 
I know to be my Faulkland's moſt ardent wiſh. —— 
He is too generous to trifle on ſuch a point. —And 
for his character you wrong him there too.—No, 
Eydia, he is too proud, too noble to be jealous; if 
he is captious, tis without diſſembling; if fretful, 
without rudeneſs. —Unus?d to the fopperies of love, 
ke is negligent. of the little duties expected from a 
ver hut being unhackney'd in the paſſion, his af. 
fection is ardent and fincere ! and as it engroſſes his 
whole ſoul; he expects every thought and emotion 


of his miſtreſs to move in uniſon with his. Vet, 


though his pride calls for this full return his humi- 
kty makes him undervalue thoſe qualities in bim, 
which would entitle him to it; and not feeling why 

he ſhould be lov'd to the degree he wiſhes, he {ill 
fuſpects that he is not lov'd enough: — This temper, 


I muſt own, has coſt me many unhappy hours; but 1 
have learn'd to think- myſelf his debtor, for thoſe 


imperfections which ariſe from the ardour of his at- 
tachment. 
| Lydia. Well, I cannot blame you for defending 
him. But tell me candidly, Julia, had he never 
fav'd your life, do you think you ſhould have been 
attach'd to him as you are? Believe me, the rude 
blaſt that overſet your boat was a n gale of 
love to him. 
Julia. Gratitude may have ene ned my at- 


tn m4 


Tl, 
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tachment to Mr. Faulkland, but I lov'd him before 
he had preſery'd me ; yet ſurely that alone were an 
obligation ſufficient 
Lydia. Obligation l. 


Why a water-ſpaniel 


would have done as much !—Well, I ſhould never 


think of giving my heart to a man becauſe he could 


ſwim ! 
Julia. Come, , you are too e e 
Lydia. Nay, I do but jo "I here? 


Enter Lucy, in a 8 


Lucy. O Ma- am, here is Sir Alkoiy Abſolute 


juſt come home with your aunt. 


Lydia. They U not come here. Lucy do you 


watch. | | [Eu Lucy. 

Julia. vet T muſt go. Sir Anthony does not 
know I am here, and if we meet, he'll detain me, 
to ſhew me the town. I'll take another opportuni- 
ty of paying my reſpects to Mrs. Malaprop, when 
ſhe ſhall treat me, as long as ſhe. chooſes, with her 
ſelect words ſo . N cs Boy without Deng 


we ns rs | 


Fur, Lucy. 


ſtairs. 


Lydia. Well, I" PII not detain you, Coz.—Adiev, 


my dear Julia ; ; I'm ſure you are in haſte to ſend to 
Faulkland.- There—through wy room you'll 
find another Avietcaſe: 

Julia. Adieu,—( Embrace.) [Exit Julia, 


Lucy. 0 Lad! lg Ma' am, they are both coming up 


— 22 
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Lydia. Here, my dear Lucy, hide theſe books, 


Quick, quick. —Fling Peregrine Pickle under the 


toilet—throw Roderick Random into the cloſet—put 
The Innocent Adultery into The Whole Duty of Man 
—thruſt Lord Aimworth under the ſopha—cram 


Ovid behind the bolſter there put The Man of 


Feeling into your pocket —ſo, ſo, now lay Mi.. 


Ghapone in ſight, and leave Fordyces Sermans open on 


the table. 
Lucy. O burn it, Ma'am, the bair-drefſer has torn 
away as far as Proper Pride. 


Lydia. Never mind—open at Sobriety.—PFling me 
1 e. Lettere. Now for em. | 


1 Mrs. Mararzor- and Sir 3 Anzo0- 
rurx. 


Mre. Mal. There, Sir Anthony, there fits the 
_ deliberate Simpleton, .. who wants to diſgrace her 


family, and- laviſh herſelf on. a * not worth a 


ſhilling. 
Lydia. Madam, I thought you once 
Mrs. Mal. Vou thought, Miſs !--I don't 1 
any buſineſs you have to think at all. Thought does 
not become a young woman. But the point we 
would requeſt of you is, that you will promiſe to for- 


get this fellow to illiterate 1 J fay, quite from 


your memor 7. 
| Lydia, Ah, Madam ! our memories: are e indepen- 
dent of our wills. —It is not ſo eaſy to forget. 


Mert. Mal. But 1 fay it is, Miſs ;- there is nothing 


on earth ſo eaſy as to forget, if a perſon chooſes to 


ſet about it. —I'm ſure I: have as much forgot your 


hg a kJ yu ww  Hhaakds, 
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poor dear uncle as if he had never exiſted and 1 


thought it my duty ſo to do; and let me tell you, 


Lydia, theſe violent memories don't become a young 
woman. 

Sir Auth. Why, fare ſhe wont pretend to remems 
ber what ſhe's order'd not !—aye, this comes of her 
reading! 

Lydia. What crime, Madam, have I -committed 
to be treated thus ? 

Mrs. Mal. Now don't attempt to extirpate yours 
ſelf from the matter; you know I have proof contro- 
vertible of it.—But tell me, will you promiſe to do 
Will you take a huſband of your 


as you're bid ? 
friend's chooſing ? 

Lydia. Madam, I muſt tell you plainly, that had 
I no preference for any one elſe, the choice you have 
made would be my averſion. _ | 
Are. Mal. What buſineſs have you, Miſs, with 
preference and averſion ? They don't become a young 
woman; and you ought to know, that as both al- 
ways wear off, *tis ſafeſt in matrimony to begin 
with a little aver/ion. I am ſure I hated your poor 
dear uncle before marriage as if he'd been a black- 


a-moor—and yet, Miſs, you are ſenſible what a 


wife 1 made !—and when it pleas'd heaven to re- 
leaſe me from him, *tis unknown what tears I ſhed ! 
—But ſuppoſe we were going to give you another 
choice, will you promiſe us to give up this Bever- 


- ley? 


Lydia. Could J belie my thoughts ſo far, as to 
give that promiſe, my actions would certainly as far 
belie my words. 


0 
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22 Mal. Take yourſelf to your room. Yau 


are fit OP for nothing but your own ill hu- 


mours. 
Lydia. willingly Ma'am—I cannot change for 
the worſe. [ Exit Lydia. 

Mrs. Mal. There” s a little intricate huſſy for 
you! 

Sir Anth. It js not to * wonder'd at, Ma'am— 
all this is the natural conſequence of teaching girl 
to read.— Had I a thouſand daughters, by heaven! 
I'd as ſoon have them taught the black art as their 
alphabet | 
' Mrs. Mal. Nay, nay, Sir Anthony, you 'are an 
abſolute miſanthropy. 

Sir Anth. In my way bicher, Mrs. Malaprop, ! 
obſerved your niece's maid coming forth from a cir- 
culating libraryl— She had a book in each hand 
they were half. bound volumes, with marble covers! 
From that moment 1 gueſs'd how full of duty 
ſhould ſee her miſtreſs ! 

Mrs. Mal. Thoſe are vile places, indeed ! 

Sir Anth. Madam, a circulating library in a town 
is, as an ever-green tree of diabolical knowledge !— 
It bloſſoms through the year !—And depend on it, 
Mrs. Malaprop, that they who are ſo fond of hand- 
ling the leaves, will long for the fruit at laſt. 
Me. Mal. Fie, fie, Sir Anthony, you ſurely 
ſpeak laconically. | 
Sir Anth. Why, Mrs. 1 in moderation, 
now, what would you have a woman know ? 

Mrs. Mal. Obſerve me, Sir Anthony —1 would 
by no means wiſh a daughter of mine to be a progeny 


11d 
ny 
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of learning; I don't think, ſo much learning be- 
comes a young woman; for inſtance I would never 
let her meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or Algebra, 
or Simony, or Fluxions, or Paradoxes, or ſuch in- 
lammatory branches of ſearning— neither would it 
be neceſſary for her to handle any of your mathema- 
tical, aſtronomical, diabolical inſtruments: — But, 
Sir Anthony, I would ſend trer, at nine years old, 
to a boarding-ſchool, in order to learn a little inge- 
nuity and attifice.— Then, Sir, ſhe ſhould have a ſu- 
percilious knowledge in accounts and as ſhe grew 
up, I would have her inſtructed in geometry, that 
ſhe might know ſomething of the contagious coun- 
tries; but above all, Sir Anthony, ſhe ſhould be 
miſtreſs of orthodoxy, that ſhe might not miſ-ſpell, 
and miſ-pronounce words ſo ſhamefully as girls uſual. 
ly do; and likewiſe that ſhe might reprehend the 
true meaning of what ſhe is ſaying.——This, Sir 
Anthony, is what I would have a womay know; 
—and I don't think there is a ſuperſtitious article 
in it. 

Sir Anth. Well, well, Mrs Malaprop, I will diſ- 
pute the point no further with you; though J muſt 
confeſs, that you are a truly moderate and polite 


arguer, for almoſt every third word you ſay is on my 


fide of the queſtion. —But, Mrs. Malaprop, to the 
more important point in debate—you ſay, you have 
no objection to my pens 

Mrs. Mal. None, I aſſure you. I am under no 
politive engagement with Mr. Acres, and as Lydia 
is ſo obſtinate againſt him, perhaps your ſon may 
have better ſucceſs, 
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Sir Anth. Well, Madam, I will write for the boy 
diretly——He knows not a fyllable of this yet, 
though I have for ſome time had the propoſal in my 
head. He is at preſent with his regiment. 

Mrs. Mal. We have never ſeen your ſon, Sir 
Anthony; but I hope no objection on his ſide. 

Sir Anth. Obje&ion !—let him object if he dare! 
| No, no, Mrs. Malaprop, Jack knows that the 
leaſt demur puts me in a frenzy direaly.—My pro- 
_ ceſs was always very fimple—in their younger days 
*twas Jack do this; —if he demurr'd—I knock'd 

him down—and if he grumbled at that—I always 
ſent him out of the room. 

Mrs. Mal. Aye, and the propereſt way, o'my 
conſcience i nothing is ſo conciliating to young 
people as ſeverity. —Well, Sir Anthony, I ſhall give 
Mr. Acres his diſcharge, and prepare Lydia to re- 
ceive your ſon's invocations ;—and I hope you wil 
repreſent her to the Captain as an object not . 
ther illegible. 

Sir Anth. Madam, I will havdle the A prus 
dently.— Well, I muſt leave you and let me beg 
you, Mrs. Malaprop, to enforce this matter roundly 
to the girl;—take my advice—keep a tight hand 
if ſhe rejects this propoſal—clap her under lock and 
key :—and if you were juſt to let the ſervants forget 
to bring her dinner for three or four days, you can't 
conceive how ſhe*d come about [Exit Sir Anth. 

Mrs. Mal. Well, 'at any rate I ſhall be glad to 
get her from under my intuition. She has ſome- 
how diſcovered my partiality for Sir Lucius O*Trig- 
. ger—ſure, Lucy can't have betray'd me !— No, the 


mention'd 
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girl is ſuch a ſimpleton, I ſhould have made her 
confeſs it. Lucy !—Lucy !—/calls. Had ſhe been 
one of your artificial ones, I ſhould never have truſt» 


ed her. 


Enter Luer. 


Lucy. Did you call, Ma'am? 
Mrs. Mal. Yes, girl. —Did you ſee Sir Lucius 
while you was out ? 
Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am, not a glimpſe of him. 
Mrs. Mal. You are ſurc, Lucy, that yu never 


Lucy. O Gemini! I'd ſooner cut my tongue out. 
Mrs. Mal. Well, don't let ey ſimplicity be 
impos*d on. 

Lucy. No, Mam. 
Mrs. Mal. So, come to me preſently, and T'll 
give you another letter to Sir Lucius: but mind, 
Lucy—if ever you betray what you are intruſted 
with—(unleſs it be other people's ſecrets to me) 
you forfeit my malevolence for ever: and your being 

a n ſhall be no excuſe for your locality. 
[Exit Mrs. Mal. 
Lucy. Ha! ha! ha 855 my dear mplicity, let 
me give you a little reſpite—/ altering her manner 
let girls in my ſtation be as fond as they pleaſe of ap- 


pearing expert, and knowing in their truſts ;—come 


mend me to a maſk of /illineſs, and a pair of ſharp 
eyes for my own intereſt under it !—Let me ſee to 
what account have I turn'd my fimplicity lately— 


| [looks at a paper. 
For abetting Miſs Lydia Languiſh in a deſign of run- 
0 
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. ning away. with an Enſign lin money—ſundry times — 
 tavelve pounds tavelve—-gowns  frve—hats, ruffles, caps, 
&c. &c,—numberleſs From the ſaid Enfign, within 
this laſt month, fix guineas and a half. About a quar. 
ter's pay !—lItem, from Mrs. Malaprop, for betray. 
ing the young people to her—when J found matters 
were likely to be diſcovered—two guineas, and a 
black paduſay.— Item, from Mr. Acres, for carrying 
divers letters which. I never deliver'd—twvo guineas, 
and a pair of buckles. Item, from Sir Lucius O' Trig- 
. ger—three crowns-—two gold packet-pieces—and a filver 
fnufebox:!—Well done, ſimplicity !—yet I was forced 
to make my Hibernian believe, that he was correl- 
. ponding, not with the Aunt, but with the Nie: 
for though not over rich, I found he had too much 
pride and delicacy to ſacrifice the feelings of a gentle. 
man to the neceſſities of his fortune. [Exil, 
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— — 


Captain Abſolute's Lodgings: 
. Captain As8$0LUTSE ..and Fac. 


Fac. 7 


Sis, While I was there, Sir Anthony came in: 1 
told him, you had ſent me to inquire after his 
health, and to know if he was at leiſure to fee 


| you 


. 
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Alſ. And what did he N58 on hearing I was at 
Bath ? 

Fag. Sir, in my life I never ſaw an elderly gen- 
tleman more aſtoniſhed! He ſtarted back two or 
three paces, rapt out a dozen interjectoral oaths, and 

aſked, what the devil had brought you here? 

Al. Well, Sir, and what did vou fay ? © 

Fag. O, I lied, Sir l forget the I lie, but 
you may depend on't, he got no truth from me. 
Vet, with ſubmiſſion, for fear of blunders in future, 
I ſhould be glad to ſix what has brought us to Bath: 
in order that we may lie a little conſiſtently.— Sir An- 
thony's ſervants were curious, Sir, very curious in- 
deed. | 

Abſ. You have ſaid nothing to them ——? 

Fag. O, not a word, Sir—not a word. Mr. 
Thomas, indeed, the coachman (whom I take tobe 
the diſcreeteſt of whips )— | 2 

Aiſ. S' death !—you raſcal! you have not truſted 
him! 

Fag. O, no, 1 a ſyllable, upon 
my-veracity !—He was, indeed, a little inquiſitive; 


but J was ſly, Sir—deviliſh ſly !—My Mafter (faid 


I) honeſt Thomas (you know, Sir, one ſays honeſt 


to one's inferiors) is come to Bath to recruit—Yes, 


Sir ſaid, to recruit. and whether for men, mo- 
ney, or conſtitution, you know, Sir, is nothing to 
him, nor any one elſe. 2 
Abf. Well—recruit will do—let it be fo— 
Fag. O, Sir, recruit will do ſurprifingly—in- 
deed, to give the thing an air, I told Thomas, that 
your Honour had already inliſted, five diſbanded 


— 
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chairmen, ſeven minority waiters, and thirteen bill: 
ard markers. | 
Abſ.” You blockhead, never ſay more than i is ne- 
ceſſary. , 
Tag. I beg pardon, Sir—I beg pardon 
with ſubmiſſion, a lie is nothing unleſs one ſupport 
it. Sir, whenever I draw on my invention for a 
good current lie, L always forge indorſements as well 
as the bill. 
Abſ. Well, take care you don't hs your credit, 
by offering too much ſecurity. Is Mr. Faulkland 
returned ? | 

Fag. He is above, Sir, changing his dreſs. 

Abſ. Can you tell whether he has been informed 
of Sir Anthony's and Miſs Melville's arrival? 

Fag. I fancy not, Sir; he has ſeen no one ſince 


he came in, but his gentleman, who was with him 


at Briſtol. I think, Sir, I hear Mr. Faulkland 
coming doun 

Abſ. Go tell him, Tam here. 

Fag. Yes, Sir — (going, I beg pardon, Sir, but 
mould Sir Anthony call, you will do me the fi- 


. vour to remember, that. we. are ner, if you 


pleaſe. 
Abſ. Well, well. 
Fag. And in tenderneſs to my character, if your 


Honour could bring in the chairmen and waiters, I 
fhall eſteem it as an obligation ; for though I never 


ſcruple- a lie to ſerve my Maſter, yet it hurts one's 


. conſcience to be found out. ri. 


Abſ. Now for my whimſical friend if he docs 


But | 
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not know that his miſtreſs is here, I'll teaſe him a 
little before I tell him 


Enter FAULKLAND. £ 


Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath 91 85 you are 
punctual in your return. 

Faulk; Ves; I had nothing to detain me, when I _. 
had finiſhed the buſineſs: I went on. Well, what 
news ſince I left you? How ſtand matters between 
you and Lydia? | | | 

Abſ. Faith, much as they were; 1 have not ſeen 
her ſince our quarrel; however I N to- be recalled - 
every hour. | 

Faulk. Why don't you perſuade her t to go off with 
you at once ? 

Asſ. What, and loſe two-thitds ' of her geringe * 
Yeu forget that, my friend. No, no; I could 
have brought her to that long ago- . IO, 

Faulk. Nay then, you triffe too long —if you are 
ſure of her, propoſe to the aunt in your own charac» 
ers and write to Sir Anthony for his' conſent. - 

Al. Softly, ſoftly, for though I am convinced 
my little Lydia would elope with me as: Enſign Be- 
verley, yet am I by no means certain that ſhe would 
take me-with the impediment of our friend's conſent, 
a regular humdrum wedding, and the reverſion of a 
good fortune on my fide; no, no, I muſt prepare 
her gradually for the diſcovery, ' and make myſelf 
neceſſary to her, before J riſk it. Well, but 
Faulkland, 2 dine with”! us de at the gt 


tel ? 9 * ö [ KA ©. 18 
: : 898 f . Lan ve 


| - her, health—does not every hour bring me cauſe to be 
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* Faulk. Indeed I cannot : T am not in ſpirits to be 
of ſuch a party. 

Af. By Heavens! I hall forſwear your company, 
You are the moſt teaſing, captious, incorrigible 
lorer!— Do, love like a man. 

Faull. I own I am unfit for company. 

Al. Am not J a lover; aye, and a romantic 
one too? Yet do I carry every where with me ſuch 
; a confounded farrago of doubts, fears, hopes, wiſhes, 
and all the flimſy furniture of a country Miſs's 
brain! 

Fault. Ah! Jnoky your — and ſoul are not, 
like mine, fixed immutably on one only obje&.——. 
You throw for a large ſtake, but loling—you could 
fake, and throw again :—but I have ſet my fum of 
happineſs on this caſt, and not to ſucceed, were to 
be ſtript of all. 

Alſ. But for Heaven' s ſake ! what . for 
apprehenſion can your whimſical brain conjure up at 
preſent? ._ .. 

Faulk. What a for eee did you 
ſay 2 Heavens! are there not a thouſand! I fear 
for her ſpirits—her health —her life My abſence 
| may fret her; her anxzety for my return, her fears 

for me, may oppreſs her gentle temper. And for 


alarmed ? If it rains, fome ſhower may even then have 
chilled her delicate frame K the wind be keen, 
ſome rude blaſt may have aſſected her! The heat of 
noon, the dews of the evening, may endanger the life 
of her, for whom only I value mine. O! Jack, 
when delicate and feeling ſouls are ſeparated, there is 


the hint or not. 


mily? 
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not a feature in the ſky, not a movement of the ele- 
ments; not an aſpiration of the breeze, but hints 


ſome cauſe for a lover's apprehenſion! 


Abſ. Aye, but we may chuſe whether we will take 
So then, Faulkland, if you were 
convinced that Julia were well and in ſpirits, you 
would be entirely content. 
Faulk. I ſhould be happy beyond meaſure— I am 
anxious only for that. 

Abſ. Then to cure your anxiety at onee—NMiſs 


Melville is in perfect health, and is at this moment” 


in Bath. 

Faulk, Nay, Jack — don't trifle with me. 

Abſe.-She is arrived here with my father within this 
hour. 

Faulk. Can you be ſerious? 

Alf. I thought you knew Sir 3 better 
than to be ſurpriſed at a ſudden whim of this kind. — - 
Seriouſſy 518 it is as I * you——upon my ho- 
nour. 

Fault. My "BA friend! Hollo, Du Peigne ! 
my hat—my dear Jack now nothing on earth ean - 
give me a moment's uneaſineſs. 


Enter Face 


Fag. Sir, Mr. Acres, juſt arrived, is below. 
Alf. Stay, Faulkland, this Acres lives within a 
mile of Sir Anthony, and he ſhall tell you how your 
maſtreſs has been ever ſince you left her. Fag, ſhew 


the gentleman up. [Exit Fag. 


Faulk. What, is he much acquainted in the fa- 
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As. O very intimate: I inſiſt on your not going; | 
beſides, his character will divert you. 0 
Faulk. Well, I ſhould like to * bim a few queſ- . 
tions, | 
AI. He is likewiſe a rival of mine—that is of , 
my other ſelf's, for he does not think his friend b 
Captain Abſolute ever ſaw the lady in queſtion ;—= : 
li 

and it is ridiculous. enough to hear him 1 

to me of one Beverley, a concealed ſculking ira 
Who—— 9 
Faulk. Huſh — He's here. : 
Enter Acxkks. 

5 n 

Aelet. Hah! my dear friend, noble captain, and 
honeſt Jack, how do'ſt thou? juſt arrived faith, as þ 
you {ce,—Sir,. your humble ſervant. Warm work ( 
on the roads, Jack—Odds whips and wheels! I've f 
travelled ike a Comet, with a tail of duft all the mY F 

as long as the Mall. 
Abſ. Ah! Bob, you are indeed an excentric Pla- = 
net; but we know your attraction hither—give me 

leave to introduce Mr. Faulkland to 2285 Mr. Faulk- 
land, Mr. Acres. \ 
' Acres. Sir, I am moſt heartily glad to ſee you: 
Sir, I ſolicit your conneQions—Hey Jack, what 
this is Mr. Faulkland, who | 
Abſ. Aye, Bob, "nw Melville's Mr. Faulk- | 
land. 4 


Acres. Od'ſo! ſhe 1 your father can he but 
juſt arrived before me ſuppoſe you have ſeen 


hem. — Ah! Mr. Faulklund, you are indeed a hep- 
py man. | 


— 0 lively and e ! ſo full of wit and hu- 
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Faulk. 1 have not ſeen Miſs Melville yet, Sjir—T | 
hope ſhe enjoyed, full health and * in Devon- 


1 
ſhure, | 


Acres. Never 1 — 3 8 in, my life; Sir— 
never better. —Odd's Bluſhes and Blooms ! ſhe has 
been as healthy as the German Spa. 

Faulk. Indeed !—T did hear that ſhe had been a 
little indiſpoſed. 

Acres. Falſe, falſe, Sir—only faid to. vex you: 3 
quite the reverſe I aſſure vou. We | 

Faulk. There, Jack, you ſee ſhe has the advan- 
tage of me; Thad almoſt fretted myſelf ill. 

Abſ. Now are you angry, with your miſtreſs for 
not having been fick.. _ | 

Faull. No, no, you. miſunderſtand me 1 ſure- 
ly a little trifling indiſpoſition 1 is not an unnatural con- 
ſequence of abſence from thoſe we love. —Now con- 
feſs— isn't there ſomething unkind i in this alert, ro- 
buſt, unfeeling health? | 

Atſ. O, it was very. unkind of her to. be 1 in 
your abſence, to be ſure! OS 

Acres. Good apartments, Jack. | 

Fault. Well Sir, but you was ſaying that Miſs 
Melville has been ſo exceedingly, well—what then, ſhe | 
has been merry and gay 1 N E in : ſpi- 
rits—hey? 

Acres. Merry, Odds Clickers 1 the has . the 
bell and ſpirit of the company wherever ſhe has been 


mour! . 
Eo There, Jack, there—O, by my foul! 
x > 
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| there i is an innate 392% MT. in, woman, that nothing can 
overcome. —What! happy and I away ! 

Ac. Have done :—how fooliſh this is! juſt now 
you were only apprehenſive, for your miſtreſs's Gi. 
rits. | 
Faul. Why Jack, have I been the j Joy and ſpirit 
of the company? 

| Abſ. No indeed, you have not. | 

* Fault. Have I been lively and.entertaining ? 4 

_ Hef. O upon my word, I acquit you. 

"Faulk. Have I een full of wit and humour? 
Al. No, faith, to do you Jultice,. you have been 
confounded]y '{upid indeed. 

_ Ares. What's the matter with the gentleman 4 

Af. He is only expreſſing his great ſatisfaction at 
hearing that Julia has been, ſo well and ee 5 
8 Faulkland * a 

Fault. Oh! Tam ee to hear n 8 
| the has a happy diſpoſition! i 

Acres. That ſhe has indeed—ihen ſhe is fo accom- 
pliſhed—ſo ſweet a voice—ſo expert at her harp- 
fichord—ſuch a. miſtreſs of flat and tharp, ſquall- 
| ante, rumblante, - and quiverante there was this 
time month — Odds Minnums and Crotchets ! how 
ſhe did chirup at Mrs. Piano's Concert. 

Faulk, There again, what ſay you to this ? you 
ſee ſhe has been all mirth =_ lopg—nok a thought of 
me. 

A,. Pho, 2 is not muſic 803 of . 

Faulk. Well, well, it may be ſo.— Pray Mr.— 
what's his d—d name — Do you remember what 
ſongs Miſs Melville ſung ? 


at 


ing? 


Aer II. 5 THE RIVALS. 227 
Acres. Not I indeed. 44, 
Albſ. Stay now, they were ſome pretty, melan · 

choly, purling ſtream airs, I warrant; perhaps you 

may recollect; did ſhe ing—* hen abſent from * 

fouls delight ? | 

Acres. No, that wa'n't it. 

Abſ. Or, Go, gentle Gave 17“ Go, gentle 
Gales ! (ſings.) 

Acres. O no! nothing like it.—Odds now I re- 
colle& one of them * My heart's my own, my will 
is free. (ſings.) 

Faulk. Fool! fool that I amr! to fix all my hap- 
pineſs on ſuch a trifler ! S'death! to make herſelf 
the pipe and ballad-monger of a circle ! to ſooth her 
light heart with catches and goes What can you 


ſay to this, Sir? 
Abſ. Why, that I ſhould be glad to hear my miſ- 


treſs had been ſo merry, Sir. 


Faulk, Nay, nay, nay—I am not ſorry that ſhe 
has been happy—no, no, I am glad of that would 
not have had her ſad or ſick&—yet ſurely a ſympa- 
thetic heart would have ſhewn itſelf even in the choice 
of a ſong—ſhe might have been temperately healthy, 
and ſomehow, plaintively gay ;—but ſhe has been 
dancing too, I doubt not! 

Acres. What does the gentleman ſay about danc- 


ABſ. He ſays the lady we ſpeak of dances as well 


as ſhe ſings. 


Acres. Aye truly, does 8 was at our laſt 


race ball N | 
_ Faulk. Hell and the devil! There! there told 


poſe yourſelf ſo. 
' then ?- 


as you ſay&-for form ſake. 


Abſolute, why don't you defend this ? 
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you fo! I told you ſo! Oh! ſhe thrives in my ab- 


ſence !—Dancing !—but her whole feelings have 
been in oppoſition with mine l have been anxious, 
ſilent, penſive, ſedentary—my days have been hours 


of care, my nights of watchfalneſs.——She has been. 
all Health! Spirit! Laugh! W Dance 


Oh! d—n'd, d—n'd levity ! 

Abſ. For Tenge" s ſake! Faulkland, don't ex- 
— Suppoſe ſhe has danced, what 
does not the ceremony of ſociety. Aten 
oblige - ; 

Fault, Well, well, PII contain nnn 
What, Mr. Acres; 
you were praiſing Mrs args manner of dancing 


a minuet—hey? 


Acres, O, I dare inſure her for 8 e I 
was going to fpeak of was her country dancing © 
Odds ſwimmings ! ſhe has ſuch an air with her !— 
Faulk. Now diſappointment on her defend this, 
Country- 
dances ! jiggs, and reels! am I to blame now? A 
Minuet I could have forgiven—I- ſhould not have 
minded that ſay I ſhould not have regarded a Mi- 
nuet—but Country-dances l Z. ds! had ſhe made 


one in a Colillion— believe I could have forgiven 


even that —but to be monkey- led for a night — to 
run the gauntlet thro' a ſtring of amorous palming 


puppies to ſhew paces like a managed filly 0 
Jack, there never can be but ne man in the world, 
-whom a truly modeſt and delicate woman ought to 
par we in a er er and even then, the 


5 
4 : 


_uneafineſs ! 
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reſt of the couples ſhould be her great uncles and 
aunts + 

Abſe Aye, to- he ſure {—grand-fathers and _ 
mothers ! : 

Faulk. If there be but one vicious md; in the Set, 
*twill ſpread like a contagion—the action of their 
pulſe beats to the laſcivious movement of the jigg— _ 
their quivering, warm breath'd fighs impregnate the 
very air the atmoſphere becomes electrical to love, 
and each amorous ſpark darts thro? every link of the 
chain !—T muſt leave you—lI own I am ſomewhat 


Jurried—and that ono booby has perceived it. 


| [ Going. 
Av. Nay, but ſtay Faulkland, and thank Mr. 
Acres for his good news. -. 
Faulk. D—n his news! Exit Faulkland. 


Alſ. Ha! ha! ha! poor Faulkland five minutes 
ſince “ nothing on earth could wats him a moment's 
122 

Acres. The gentleman wa' nt angry at my prailing 
his miſtreſs, was he ? * 

Abſ. A little jealous, I believe, Bob. 

Acres. You don't ſay fo? Ha! ha! en me 
that's a good joke. 

Adſ. There's nothing range in PO: Bob; let 
me tell you, that ſprightly grace and inſinuating 
manner of your's will do ſome miſchief among the 
girls here. 

Acres. Ah! you joke—ha !- ha! miſchief! ! ha! 
ha! but you know I am not my own property, my 
dear Lydia has foreſtalled me.——She could never 
abide me in the country, becaufe I uſed to dreſs ſo 
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badly but odds frogs and tambours! I ſhan't take 
matters ſo here — now ancient Madam has no voice 
in it— I'll make my old clothes know who's maſter 
T ſhall ſtrait way caſhier the hunting - frock —and ren- 
der my leather breeches deren pore N hair * been 
in training for ſome time. 
© AB. Indeed 

Acres. Aye —and tho'ff the fide-curls are a little 
reſtive, my hind-part takes to it very kindly: 

Abſ. O, you'll poliſh, I doubt not. 

Acret. Abſolutely I propoſe ſo—then if J can find 
out this Enfign Beverley, odds triggers and flints! LO”: 
make him know the difference o't. 

8. Spoke like aman-—but pray, Bob, 1 tere 
vou have got an odd kind of a new method of ſwear- 
ing | | 
Acres. Ha! ha! you've EY notice of it— tis 
genteel, isn't it didn't invent it myſelf though; 
but a commander in our militia—a great ſcholar, I 
aſſure you — ſays that there is no meaning in the com- 
mon oaths, and that nothing but their antiquity 
makes them reſpectable; — becauſe, he ſays, the an- 
cients would never ſtick to an oath or two, but would 
ſay, By Jove! or by Bacchus! or by Mars! or by 
Venus! or by Pallas! according to the ſentiment—_ 
ſo that to ſwear with propriety, ſays my little Major, 
the © oath ſhould be an echo to the ſenſe; and this 
we call the vath referential, or ſertimental favearin — 
ha! ha! ha! 'tis genteel, isn't it? 
Alf. Very genteel, and very new indeed —and I 
dare ſay will ſupplant all ether figures of impreca- 
tion. at [ 


— 
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Acres. Aye, aye, the beft terms will grow obſo- 


| 3 have had their Boſe 


E 


" flv Fas. 


Fag. Sir, there is a gentleman below, deſires to 
ſee you—ſhall I ſhew him i into the r! 

Alſ. Aye—you may. 

Acres. Well, I muſt be gone 

Abl. Stay; who is it, Fag? 

Jag. Your father, 898 

Alf. You puppy, * didn't you ſhew him up 
directiy? 2 [Exit Fag. 

Acres. You have buſi neſs with Sir Anthony. 
I expect a meſſage from Mrs. Malaprop at my lodg- 
ings—T have ſent alſo to my dear friend Sir Lucius 
I Trigger Adieu, Jack, we muſt meet at 
night, when you. ſhall. give me a dozen bumpers to 
little: Lydia. ; 

AI. That I will with all my heart. [ Feit Acres, 

Now for a parental le&ure—I hope he has heard 
nothing of the buſineſs that has brought me here.— - 
I with the gont had held him faſt in Devonſhire, 
with all my foul! 


Enter Six ANTHONY. 

Sir, I am deliglited to ſee you here; and looking 
fo well your ſudden arrival at Bath made me ap- 
prehenſive for your health. | 

Sir Auth. Very apprehenſive, I dare ſay, Jack.— | 
What, you are recruiting here, hey ? - | 
Abſ. Yes, Sir, I am on duty. 
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Sir Anth. Well, Jack, I am glad to ſee you, tho? | 
* did not expect it, for I was going to write to you. 
on a little matter of buſineſs.— Jack, I have been 
conſidering that I grow old and infirm, and ſhall pro- 


bably not trouble you long. 


Alſ. Pardon me, Sir, I. never ſaw you look more 


ſtrong and hearty; and I PO onda that ou 
may continue fo. 

Sir Anth. T hope your prayers may be kent Sith 
all my heart. Well then, Jack, I have been: conſi- 
dering that 1 am ſo ſtrong and hearty, I may conti. 


nue to plague you a long time.— Now, Jack, 1 am, 


fenſible that the income of your commiſſion, and what 
I have hitherto allowed you, is Pa a ſmall MF 7 
for a lad of your ſpirit: | #1 
A0, Sir, you are very good. 1 # a 
Sir Anth. And it is my-wiſh, while yet I live, to 
have my Boy make ſome figure in the world. ——1 have 
relolved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble i in- 


dependence. 1 | EPs 4. q\ 


7,061 


Abſ. Sir, your kiadacſs overpowers me — ſuch ge- 


neroſity makes the gratitude of reaſon more lively 
than the ſenſations even of filial affection. 
Sir Anth. J am glad you are fo ſenfible of my at- 
tention—and you ſhall be maſter of a large eſtate i in a 
oy weeks. 
Alſ. Let my future life, Sir, ſpeak my . 
I cannot expreſs the ſenſe I have of your munificence. 
Yet, os I Prone my hy wh not wiſh me to 
quit the army? ? 
Sir Anth. O, that ſha dv; as- your: in chooſes 
Hof My wife, Sir! þ 
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Sir Anth. Aye, aye, ſettle that between you—ſet® 
tle that between you ? 

Af. A wife, Sir, did you ſay ? 

Sir Anth. Aye, a 3 did not I mention 
her before? 

Aſ. Not a word of her, Sir. 

Sir Anth. Odd ſo!—I muſtn't forget her tho'— 
Yes, Jack, the independence I was talking of is by 


a marriage—=the fortune is ſaddled with a wife—but 


[ ſuppoſe that makes no difference. 
Alſ. Sir! Sir !—you amaze me! 


Sir Auth.. Why, what the devil's the matter 


with the fool? Juſt now you were all gratitude and 
duty. 
Alſ. J was, 1 talked to me of indepen - 
dencg and a fortune, but not a word of a wife. 
Sir Anth, Why what difference. does that make? 


Odd's life, Sir! if you have the eſtate, you muſt 


take it with the live ſtock on it, as it ſtands. 


Alf. If my happineſs is to be the price, I muſt 


beg leave to decline the purchaſe. Pray, Sir, 
who is the lady? 
Sir Anth. What's that to you, Sir? Come, 


give me your promiſe to love, and to marry her di- 
rectly. | | 

A. Sure, Sir, this is not very reaſonable, to 
ſummon my affections for a lady I know nothing 
of! 

Sir Anth.. I am ſure, Sir, tis more unreaſonable 
in you to object to a lady you know nothing of. 


Al. Then, Sir, I mult. tel you plainly; that my 


r 
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inclinations are fix'd on another—ary heart is engag. 
ed to an Angel. 

Sir Aath, Then pray let it fend an exeuſe, — 
It is very ſorry but buſineſs prevents its waiting on 
8 
Abſ. But my vows are pledged to her. 

Sir Anth. Let her forecloſe, Jack ; let her fore. 

eloſe; they are not worth redeeming ; beſides, you 

have the Angel's vows in exchange, e gh fo 
there can be no loſs there. 

Alſ. You muſt excuſe me, Sir, if T tell you, once 

forall, that in this point I cannot obey you. 

Sir Anth. Hark'ee Jack I have heard you for 
ſome time with patience—I have. been cool—quite 
cool but take care —you know I am compliance 
itſelf— when I am not thwarted ;—no one mor: eaſi- 
ly led—when I have my own way ;—but don't put. 
me ina phrenzy. 

A6ſ. Sir, I muſt repeat it—in this F'cannot obey 
YOu. 
Dir A Now, 4 me! if ever J call you act 
again while I hve ! | 
A Nay, Sir, but hear me. 
Sir Anth. Sir, I wont hear a n ast a word ! 
not one word ! ſo give me your promiſe by a nod— 
and PII tell you what, Jack —I mean, you Dog—it 
you don't by 
Alf. What, Sir, promiſe to link myſelf to ſome 
maſs of uglinefs! to 
Sir Antb. Z——ds ! Grrah! the lady ſhall be as 
ugly as I chooſe : ſhe ſhall have a hump on each 
ſhoulder ; ſhe ſhall be as crooked. as. the Creſcent ; 


rd! 


ome 
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her one eye ſhall roll like the Bull's in Cox's Muſæum 
—ſhe ſhall have a ſkin like a mummy, and the beard 
of a ſJew—ſhe ſhall be all this, firrah !—yet Pl make 
you ogle her all day, and bit up all = to write 
ſonnets on her beauty. 

Ai. This is reaſon and moderation. indeed! 

Sir Anth. None of your ſneering, puppy! no grin- 
ning, jackanapes i 

Abſ. Indeed, Sir, I never was in a wore bens 
for mirth in my life. | 

Sir Auth. Tis falſe,. Sir, I know you are ang 
ing in your ſleeve : L know you'll grin when I amv 
gone, firrah ! 

b/. Sir, IT hope I know my duty better. 

Sir Anth, None of your paſſion, Sir! none of 
your violence, if you pleaſe.—— It won't do with 
me, I promiſe you. | 

Abſ. Indeed, Sir, 1 never was cooler in my life, 

Sir Anib. *Tis. a confounded: lie !—I know you 


are in a paſſion in your heart ; I know you are, you 


hypocritical young dog! but it won't do. 
pci Nay, Sir, upon my word. 
Sir Anth, So you will fly out! can't you be cool, 
like me? What the devil good can Paſſion do: Pa 


fron is of no ſervice, you impudent, infolent, over- 


bearing Reprobate !—There you ſneer again don't 


provoke me but you rely upon the mildneſs of my 


temper—youn do, you Dog! you play upon the 
meekneſs of my diſpoſition ! Yet take care—the pa- 
tience of a ſaint may be overcome at laſt !!—but mark! 
I give you fix hours and a half to conſider of this : 
if you then agree, without. any condition, to do 
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every thing on earth that I chooſe, why—confound 
you! I may in time forgive you If not, z—ds! 
don't enter the ſame hemiſphere with me! don't 
dare to breathe the ſame-air, or ufe the ſame light 
with me; but get an atmoſphere and a ſun of your 
own ! I'll ſtrip you of your commiſſion ; I'Il lodge a 
five-and-threepence-in the hands of truſtees, and you 
ſhall live on the intereſt. —I'll difown you, I'll diſin- 
herit you, I'Il unget you! and d—n me! if ever ! 
call you Jack again! 3 Sir Anthony. 


AzsorurzE, ſolus. 


Alf. Mild, gentle, conſiderate father I kiſs 
your hands.—What a tender method of giving his 
opinion in theſe matters Sir Anthony has! I dare 
not truſt him with the truth. 1 wonder what old, 
wealthy Hag it is that he wants to beſtow on me !— 
yet he married himſelf for love! and was in his youth 
a bold e gay Companion! 


Emer Fac. 


Fug. Aſſuredly, Sir, our Father is wrath to a de- 
gree; he comes down ſtairs eight or ten ſteps at a 
time—muttering; growling, and thumping the ban - 
niſters all the way: I, and the Cook's dog, ſtand 
bowing at the door—rap! he gives me a ſtroke on 
the head with his eane; bids me carry that to my 
maſter, then kicking the poor Turnſpit into the 
area, d—ns us all, for a puppy triumvirate!—Upon 
my credit, Sir, were J in your place, and found my 
father ſuch very bad Rs bt I On. certainly 
drop his acquaintance. . 


Did you come in for nothing mare? 


of the way! [ Puſbes _ afide, and Exit. 


not baul ſo The meaneft diſpoſition! the 
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Abſ. Ceaſe your impertinence, Sir, at preſent, SER 
Stand out 


Fac, ſolus. 


Fug. Soh! Sir Anthony trims my Maſter; He is 
afraid to reply to his Father then vents his ſpleen 
When one is vexed by one perſon, 


on poor Fag! 


to revenge one's ſelf on another, who happens to 
come in the way—is. the vileſt ER, Ah! it 
ſhe ws the worlt temper—the baſeſt 


Enter ERRAND Boy. 


Boy. Mr. Fag ! Mr. Fag ! your er calls 


you. 


Fag. Well! you little, dirty puppy, you need 


Boy. Quick, quick, Mr. Fag. 
Fag. Quick! quick! you impudent Jackanapes! 


am I to be commanded by you too ? you little, im- 
pertinent, inſolent, kitchen- breed . 


[ Exit, _—_ and . TR 


SCENE II. 


The N. orth Parade. 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. 80—1 ſhall have another rival to add to my 
However, I 


miſtreſs's liſt— Captain Abſolute, 
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ſhall not.enter his name till my purſe has received 
notice in form. Poor Acres is diſmiſſed !—Well, J 
have done him a laſt friendly office, in letting him 
know that Beverley was here before him. Sir 
Lucius is generally more punctual, when he expects 
to hear from his dear Dalia, as he calls her :—TI won. 
der he's not here —I have a little ſcruple of conſci. 
ence from this deceit; tho? I ſhould not be paid ſo 
well, if my hero knew that Delia was near fifty, and 
her own miſtreſs, 


Enter Six Lucius O'Triccrs. 


Sir Luc. Hah! my little embaſſadreſs—upon my 
conſcience I have been looking for you; 1 have been 

on the South Parade this half. hour. 
Lucy. (Speaking ſimply) O gemini! and I have 
been waiting for your worſhip here on the North. 


Sir Luc. Faith !—may be, that was the reaſon we 


did not meet ; and it 18 very comical too, how you 
could go out and I not ſee you—for I was only 
taking a nap at the Parade-Coffee-houſe, and 1 
choſe the <vindow on purpoſe that I might not miſs 
you. „ | 5 
Lucy. My ſtars! Now I'd wager a ſix-pence 1 
went by while you were afleep. 
Sir Luce Sure enough it muſt have been ſo—and 
I never dreamt it was ſo late, till I waked. Well, 
but my little girl, have you got nothing for me ? 

Lucy. Yes, but I have I've got a letter for you 
in my pocket. 

Sir Luc. O faith! I gueſſed you weren't come 
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| empty-handed—well—let me ſee what the dear cod 


ture ſays. 
Lucy. There, Sir Lucius. [Gives him a letter, 
Sir Luc. (Reads) © Sir—there is often a ſudden in- 


« centive impulſe in love, that has a greater induction 
than years of domeſtic combination ſuch was the 
-* commotion 1 felt at the firft ſuperfluous view of Sir 
Lucius O' Trigger.” Very pretty, upon my word. 


% Female punctuation forbids me to ſay more; yet let me 


add, that it will give me joy infallible to find Sir 


10 Lucius the laſt criterion of my affefaions. 
&« DRELIA.“ 


Upon my conſcience ! "0 your lady is a great 
miſtreſs of Ianguage.—Faith, ſhe's quite the queen 
of the dictionary !—for the devil a word dare refuſe 


coming at her call—though one would think it was | 


quite out of hearing. 


Lucy. Aye, Sir, a lady of her experience. 
Sir Luc. Experience! what, at ſeventeen ? 
Lucy. O true, Sir—but then ſhe reads ſo—my 


ſtars! how ſhe will read off hand! 


Sir Luc. Faith, ſhe muſt be very deep read to 
write this way—though ſhe is rather an arbitrary 


. writer too—for here are a great many poor words 
. preſſed into the ſervice of this note, that would get 
their habeas corpus from any court in Chriſtendom. 


Lucy., Ah! Sir Lucius, if * were to hear how 


ſhe talks of you! 


Sir Luc. O tell her, I'll 1 her the beft huſ- 
band in the world, and Lady O' Trigger into the 


bargain!— But we muſt get the old gentlewoman's 


conſent—and do every thing fairly. 
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Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I thought you wa'n't 
rich enough to be ſo nice | 

Sir Luc. Upon my word, young woman, you 
have bit it: I am ſo poor that I can't afford to do 
a dirty action. If I did net want money I'd teal 
your miſtreſs and her fortune with a great deal of plea, 
ſure. However, my pretty girl, (gives her no- 
ney) here's a little ſomething to buy you a ribband; 
and meet me in the evening, and I'Il give you an 
anſwer to this. So, huſſy, take a kiſs before-hand, 
to put you in mind, | [Kiffes her. 

Lacy. O Lud! dir Lucius—T never ſeed ſuch a 
gemman ! ! My lady won't like you if you're ſo im. 
pudent. 

Sir Luc. Faith ſhe will, Lucy——that ſame 
pho ! what's the name of it . Modg % !—is a quz- 
lity in a lover more praiſed by the women than 
liked; ſo, if your miſtreſs aſks you whether Sir 
Lucius ever gave you a Fo tell her pr 
dear. 

Lucy. What, would you hens me tell her a lie ? 

Sir Luc. Ah then, you baggage ! I'll make it a 
truth preſently. | 

| Lucy. For ſhame now; how is ſome one coming. 
Sir Luc. O faith, I'll quiet your conſcience ! 
[Sees Fag.—Exit, humming a tune, 


Enter Fas. 


Fag. So, ſo, Ma'am. I humbly beg pardon. 
Lucy, O Lud !—now, Mr. Fag—you flurry one 
fo. 3 . | 


AcT II. 


ſincerity, if you pleaſe 
Madam. 


ſon, 


by this. 


are ſo haſty. 
prop, ſimpleton. 
17755 


g. How! what taſtes ſome ks have l- | 
117 I ſuppoſe I have walked by her window an 


hundred times. 
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Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one bye 
ſo a little leſs ſimplicity, with a grain or two more 


11801 * 


You play falſe with us, 


I faw you give the Baronet a letter.— 
My Maſter ſhall know this—and if he don't call him 
out—1 will. | 
Lucy. Ha! ha! ha! you gentlemen's „ 
| That letter was from Mrs. Mala- 
| —dhe 1s taken with Sir Lucius's 


But what ſays our young lady ? 


Any meſſage to my maſter? 


Lucy. Sad news! Mr. Fag. el worſe Rival than 
Acres! Sir Anthony Abſolute has propoſed his 


/ 


Fag. What, Captain Abſolute ? 

Lucy. Even ſo.— I overheard it all. 

Fag. Ha ! ha! ha !—very good faith—goodbye, 
Lucy, T muſt away with this news. 

Lucy. Well you my laugh—but it is true, I 
aſſure you. 


But— Mr. Fag—tell your . not to be cal down 


PET 


| [Gomg, 


Fag. 0, he'll be ſo diſconſolate ! 


Lucy. And charge him not to think of 1 vg 
ling with young Abſolute. 


Fag. Never fear — never fear! 


Lucy. Be ſure — bid him keep up his ſpirits. 


Fag. We will—we will. 
3 


LExeunt ſeverally, 


242 THE. RLVALS. 


ACT II]. SCENE I. 


— — 


The North Parade. 
Enter ABSOLUTE. Eb 


/ ABSOLUTE. 


Tis juſt as Fag told me, indeed. 
enough, faith! My Father wants ts force me to 
marry, the very girl Lam plotting to run away with! 


| —He muſt not know of my connection. with her yet 


He has too ſummary a method of pro- 
ceeding i in theſe matters. However, I'll read my 
recantation inſtantly. My converſion is ſomething 
ſudden,- indeed—but I can aſſure him it is very /- 
cere. So, ſo—here he comes. He looks plaguy 


gruff. 5 7 15 Lebe l. 


a - while. 


Ener Sin AxrHORY. 


"tis Anth. No—Tll die ſooner than forgive him. 
Die, did J ſay? 2. I'll live theſe: fifty years to plague 
him.——At our laſt meeting, his impudence had 
almoſt put me out of temper An obſtinate, paſ- 
ſionate, ſelf-will'd boy! Who can he take after? 
This is my return for getting him before all his bro- 
thers and ſiſters !—for putting him, at twelve years 
old, into a marching regiment, and allowing him 
fifty pounds a- year, beſide his pay ever lince ! But 
I have done with him ;—he's any body's ſon for me. 


Whimſical 


III. 


fichl 
e to 
1th! 
r yet 
pro- 
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thing 
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I never will fee him more—never—never—never 
—Nevere- 

A. Now for a nter l face. 

Sir Antb. Fellow, get out of my way. 

Alf. Sir, you ſee a penitent before you. 

Sir Anth, I ſee an impudent ſcoundrel before 
me. N | : 

Abſ. A ſincere penitent. I am come, Sir, to 
acknowledge my error, and to ſubmit entirely to 
jour will. | . | 

Sir Antb. What's that ? 

Abſ. J have been revolving, and reflecting, and 
conſidering on- your paſt ane and kindneſs» 
and condeſcenſion to me. 

Sir Anth. Well, Sir? 

Ab}. IJ have been likewiſe weighing and balancing 


what you were pleaſed to mention concerning duty, | 


md obedience, and authority. 

Sir Anth. Well, Puppy? 

A/. Why then, Sir, the reſult of my reflections 
-a reſolution to ſacrifice every inclination of my 
own, to your ſatisfaction. 

Sir Anth, Why now, you talk nite 
ſenſe—1 never heard any thing more ſenſible in 
my life. Confound youy you ſhall be Jack 
again. 

Alf. T am happy in the appellation. 

dir Anth, Why, then, Jack, my dear Jack, I 


vill now inform you—who the lady really is. 


Nothing but your paſſion and violence, you filly fel- 
low, prevented my telling you at firſt, Prepare, 
5 2 


2 
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Jack, for wonder and rapture prepare. What 
think you of Miſs Lydia Languiſh ? 

' Alf. Languiſh ? What, the Languiſhes of Wor- 
ceſterſhire? 
Si Aub. Worceſterſhire ! No. Did you never 

meet Mrs. Malaprop and her Niece, Miſs Languiſh, 
who came into our country juſt before you were laſt 
ordered to your regiment. | 

Al. Malaprop! Langwich! I don't REM 
ever to have heard the names before. Yet,®ſtay 
—T think I do recolle& ſomething;.——Languiſh ! 
Languiſh! She ſquints, don't ſhe — little red- 
haired gil? 

Str Anth. Squints ba red-hained 8 
ds! no. 
. bf. Then I muſt nn forgots it an* be the 
ſame perſon 

Sir Anth. Jack! lack! whas think: your b bloom 
ing, love-breathing ſeventee. 
Abſ. As to that; Sir, Lam dune, indifferent If 
I can-pleaſe you in the matter, tis all I defire. 
Sir Anth. Nay, but Jack, ſuch eyes! ſuch eyes 
ſo. innocently wild! ſo baſhiully irreſolute! Not a 
glance but ſpeaks and kindles ſome thobght of 
love! Then, Jack, her checks her cheeks, Jack! 
ſo deeply bluſhing at the infinuations of her tell- 
tale eyes! Then, Jack, her :lips.!—Q. Jack, lips 
fmiling at their own diſcretion ; and if not -ſmil- 


ing, more ſweetly pouting 3 woe lovely in ſullen. | 


n 75 
Alſ. That” 8 ke indeed . ell . old gentle 


ain't! 


4 


that's quite another matter. 
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Sir Anh. Then, Jack, her neck.——O Jack! 
Jack ! 

Abſ. And which is to be mine, Sir, the Niece or 
the Aunt ? 

Sir Anth. Why, you 1 inſenſible 8 
I deſpiſe you. When J was of your age, ſuch a de- 
ſcription would have made me fly like a rocket ! 
The Aunt, indeed! — Odds life! when I ran away 
with your mother, I would not have touched any 
thing old or ugly to gain an empire. 

Abs. Not to pleaſe your father, Sir? 

Sir Anth. To pleaſe my father !——Z—ds ! not 
to pleaſe O, my father Oddſo 
yes— yes; if my father indeed had defired-— 
| 'Tho' he wa'n't 
the indulgent father that IT am, Ten” * | 

AB. I dare fay not, Sir. 

Sir Anth, But, Jack, you are not any to find 
your miſtreſs is ſo beautiful. 
Abſ. Sir, J repeat it; if 1 pleaſe you in this af- 


fair, tis all I deſire. Not that I think a woman the 


worſe for being handſome; but, Sir, if you pleaſe to 
recollect, you before hinted ſomething about a hump 
or two, one eye, and a few more graces of that kind 
—now, without being very nice, I own J ſhould ra- 
ther chooſe a wife of mine to have the uſual number of 
limbs, and a limited quantity of back: and tho? one 
eye may be very agreeable, yet as the prejudice has 
always run in favour of vo, I would not wiſh to af. 
fect a ſingularity in that article. 

Sir Antb. What a phlegmatic ſot it is! Why, 
firrah, you're an Anchorite !——a vile inſenſible 


246 ITE RIVAIES. aer m. 
ſtock . Vou a ſoldier you're a walking - block, 


fit only to duſt the company's regimentals on 
Odds life! I've a great mind to marry the girl my- 
ſelf. 

Abſ. J am entirely at your diſpoſal, Sir; if you 
ſhould think of addreſſing Miſs Languiſh your- 
ſelf, I ſuppoſe you would have me marry the Au ; 
or if you ſhould change your mind, and take the 
old lady—'tis the ſame to. me—I'l marry the 
Niece. 

Sir Autb. Lawn my word, Polk thow'rt either a 
very great hypocrite, or——but, . come, I know 
your indifference on ſuch a ſubje& muſt be all a lie— 
I'm ſure it muſt—come, now—damn your demure 
ſace come, confeſs, Jack—you have been lying 
ha'n't you? You have been playing the hypocrite, 
hey — I'll never forgive you, if you ha'n't been lying 
and playing the hypocrite. 

Abſ. I'm ſorry, Sir, that the reſpet and duty 
which I-bear to you ſhould be ſo miſtaken. 

Sir. Auth. Hang your reſpect and duty! But, 
come along with me, I'll write a note to Mrs. 
Malaprop, and you ſhall viſit the lady directly, 
Her eyes ſhall be the Promethian torch, to you 
come along, I'll never forgive you, if you don't come 
back, ſtark mad with rapture and impatience—if you 
don't, egad, I'll marry the girl myſelf! [ Zxeunt, 
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SCENE II. 


Julia's Drefſing-room.' 
FAuLKLAND, ſolus. 


Faulk. They told me Julia would return directly; ö 
I'wonder ſhe is not yet come Ho mean does this 


captious, unſatisfied temper of mine appear to my 


cooler judgment ! Yet I know not that I indulge it 
in any other point: — but on this one ſubject, and to 


this one ſubject, whom I think I love beyond my 


life, I am ever ungenerouſly fretful, and madly. ca- 
pricious !—T am conſcious of it yet I cannot cor- 
rect myſelf ! What tender, honeſt joy ſparkled in her 
eyes when we met !—How delicate was the warmth 


of her expreſſions !—L was aſhamed to appear leſs 


happy—though I had come reſolved to wear a tace of 

coolneſs and upbraiding:.. Sir , Anthony's preſence 
prevented my propoſed expoſtulations : yet I muſt 
be ſatisfied that ſhe has not been ſo very happy 
in my abſence. She is coming !—Yes !—-—-I 


know the nimbleneſs of her tread, when {ke thinks 


her impatient Faulkland counts the moments of her 
Enter JulIA. 


Julia. I had not hop'd to ſee you again ſo ſoon. a 
Faulk, Could I, Julia, be contented with my firſt 
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welcome—reftrained as we were by the preſence of a 
third perſon ? | 

Julia. O Faulkland, hes your kindneſs can 
make me thus happy, let me not think that I 
diſcovered Og of coldneſs in your firſt ſalu - 
tation. | 

Faul. Twas but your fancy Julia —1 was re- 


joiced to ſee you—to ſee you in ſuch health Sure 1 
had no cauſe for coldneſs? 


Juliu. Nay then, I ſee you have taken ſomething 


itt. —You muſt not conceal from me what it is. 

' * Faulk, Well then—ſhall I own to you that my joy 
at hearing of your health and arrival here, by your 
neighbour Acres, was ſomewhat damped, by his 


| dwelling much on the high ſpirits you had enjoyed 


in Devonſhire—on your mirth—your ſinging—dano- 
ing, and I know not what !—For ſuch is my temper, 


Julia, that I ſhould regard every mirthful moment 
in your abſence as a treaſon to conſtancy :— The mu- 


tual tear that ſteals down the cheek of parting lovers 
is a compact, that 10 mike ſhall live there till wy 
meet again. 


Julia. Muſt I never ceaſe to tax my Faulkland 
with this teaſing minute caprice ?—Can the idle re- 


ports of a filly boor nn a? in your breaſt againſt my 
tried affection? 
Faulk. They have no weight with me, Julia: no, 


no—T am happy if you have been ſo—yet only ſay, 


that you did not fing with mirth—ſay that you 
thought of Faulkland in the dance. 
Julia. I never can be happy in your abſence.—— 


If I wear a countenance of content; it is to ſhew that 
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my mind holds no doubt of my Faulkland's truth. 
If 1 ſeem'd ſad it were to make malice triumph; 


and ſay, that IJ had fixed my heart on one, who left 


me to lament his roving, and my own credulity.—— 
Believe me, Faulkland, I mean not to upbraid you, 
when I ſay, that I have often dreſſed ſorrow in ſmiles, 
leſt my friends. ſhould gueſs whoſe unkindneſs | had 
cauſed my tears. 

Faulk. You were ever all esd to 3 0 I 
am a brute, when I but admit a _ of "ny true 
conſtancy ! 

Julia. If ever, without ach. cauſe — you, as I 
will not ſuppoſe poſſible, you find my affections veer- 
ing but a point, may I become a proverbial ſcoff for 
levity,. and baſe ingratitude. 

Faulk, Ah! Juha, that laſt word is grating to 
me. I would I had no title to your gratitude ! 
Search your heart, Julia; perhaps what you have miſ- 
taken for Love, is but the warm eſtpfion of a too- 
thankful heart ! 

Julia. For what quality muſt J love you? 

Faulk. For no quality! To regard me for any 
quality of mind or underſtanding, were only to ef 
tem me. And for perſon—T have often wiſh'd my- 
ſelf deformed, to be convinced that I owe ng obliga- 
tion there for any part of your affeQion.. 


Julia. Where Nature has beſtowed a ſhew of nice 


attention in the features of a man, he ſhould laugh 
at it, as miſplaced. I have ſeen men, who in hir 
vain article perhaps might rank above you ; but 
my heart has never aſked _ eyes if it were ſo-or 
_ 

Ls 


250 THE RIVALS. | Acr Ill. 

Faull. Now this is not well from you, Julia I de- 
ſpiſe perſon in a man Vet if you lov'd me as [ 
wiſh, though I were an Zthiop, you'd think none 
ſo fair. 

Julia. I ſee you are determined to be "OUR 
The contract which my poor father bound us in 
gives you more than a lover's, privilege. 

Faulk. Again, Julia, you raiſe ideas that feed and 
_ Juſtify my doubrs.——TI would not have been more 
free no I am proud of my reſtraint —Yet—yet 
—perhaps your high reſpe& alone for this ſolemn 
compact has: fettered your inclinations, which elſe 
had made a worthier choice. How ſhall I be ſure, 
bad you. remained unbound in thought and promiſe, 
that I ſhould ſtill have been the object of your per. 
fevering love? | 

Julia. Then try me now.—Let us be free as 
Ps as to what is palt ;—my heart will not feel 
more liberty |. 

Faull. There now ! ſo haſty, Julia! f ſo anxious to 
be free !—If your love for me were fixed and ardent, 
you would not loſe your hold, even the? I wiſh'd 
4 -.- | 
Julia, O, you torture me to che beart:!— Lcanuot 
bear it. : 

Faulk, T do not mean to diſtreſs you. 2 J lov'd 
you leſs, I ſhould never give you an. uneaſy moment. 
— But hear me.—All my fretful doubts ariſe from 
this Women are not uſed to weigh, and ſeparate 
the motives of their affections: the cold dictates of 
prudence, gratitude, or filial duty, may ſometimes 


be miſtaken for the pleadings of the heart, ——1 


" EE © "Vo. 


but for one moment: 1 hear her ſobbing ! 
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would not boaſt - yet let me ſay, that I have neither 
age, perſon, or character, to found diſlike on ;—my 
fortune, ſuch as few ladies could be charged with in- 
diſcretion in the match.—O Julia, when Love receives 
ſuch countenance from Prudence, nice minds will be 
ſuſpicious of its Birth. 
Julia. I know not whither your inſinuations 
would tend :—But as they ſeem preſſing to-inſult - 
me—T will ſpare you the regret of having. done ſo. 
L have given you no cauſe for this! 
LEE xit in tears. 
Faulk, In Tears! ſtay Julia; ſtay but for a mo- 
ment. The door is faltened!—Julia ;—my ſoul 


*'Sdeath ! what a brute am I to uſe her thus! Yet 
ſtay.—Aye—ſhe is coming now :—how little-reſoluz . 
tion there is in woman !—how a few ſoft words can 
turn them !-——No, -faith-!-—ſhe is not coming either. 
Why, Julia my love—ſay but that you | foogive 
me—come but to tell me that now, this is being 
zoo reſentful: ſtay! ſhe is coming too I thought 
ſhe would no feadine/e in any thing! her ids 
away muſt have been a mere trick.then—ſhe ſha'n 


ſee that I was hurt by it.— I'll affect :ndifference— 


(hums a tune then liftens } No—Z—d4s ! the's 
not coming !—nor don't intend it, I ſuppoſe.— This 
is not fleadineſs, but ob/tinacy ! Yet I deſerve it.— 
What, after ſo long an abſence, to quarrel with her 
tenderneſs! —twas barbarous and unmanly I ſhould. 


be aſhamed to ſee her now.— I'll wait till her Juſt re- 


ſentment is abated—and when 1 diſtreſs her ſo gains | 
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may I loſe her for ever! and be linked inſtead to 

ſome antique virago, whoſe gnawing paſſions, and 

long-hoarded ſpleen, ſhall make me curſe my folly 
half the day, and all the night! [Exit. 


SCENE III. 


Mrs. On. Ledgings. 


Mrs. Mararzor, nt 4 l an her hand, and 
Captain ABSOLUTE. 


Mre. Mal. Your being Sir Anthony's ſon, Cap- 
- tain, would itſelf be a ſufficient accommodation; 
but from the ingenmty of your appearance, J am 
convinced you deſerve the character here given of 
ABſ. Permit me. to ſay, Madam, that as I never 
yet have had the pleaſure of ſeeing Miſs Languiſh, 
my principal inducement in this affair at preſent, is 
the honour of being allied to Mrs. Malaprop; of whoſe 
intellectual accompliſhments, elegant manners, and 
unaffected learning, no tongue is ſilent. 

Mrs. Mal. Sir, you do me infinite honour !—T 
beg, Captain, you'll be ſeated. —{S#)—Ah! few 
gentlemen, now-a-days, know how to value the incf- 
feftual qualities in a woman! few think how a little 
knowledge becomes a gentlewoman Men have no 
ſenſe now but for the worthleſs flower of beauty ! 

As. It is but too true indeed, Ma'am vet I 


- >< Fo © -<«+ 
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fear our ladies ſhould ſhare the blame they think our 


admiration of beauty ſo great, that Enowledge in them 
would be ſuperfluous. Thus, like- garden-trees,. 
they ſeldom ſhew fruit, till time has robb'd them 
of the more ſpecious bloſſom. —Few like Mrs. Ma- 
laprop and the Orange-tree, are rich in both at: 
once! 

Mrs. Mal. IA overpower me with good- 
breeding He is the very Pine- apple of politeneſs! 
You are not ignorant, Captain, that this giddy girl 
has ſomehow contrived to fix her affections on a beg- 
garly, ſtrolling, eve's-dropping Enſign, whom none 
of us have ſeen, and nobody knows any thing 
of. 

Abſ. O, I have heard the filly affair before. 
Pm not at all an againſt her on that ace 
count. 


Mrs. 2 You are very good, and very conſider- 


ate, Captain. — I am ſure I have done every thing in 
my power ſince I exploded the affair! long ago 1 


laid my poſitive conjunctions on her, never to think. 


on the fellow again; — I have fince- laid Sir Antho- 
ny's prepoſition before her but I am ſorry to ſay 


| ſhe ſeems reſolved to decline every particle that I en-. 


Join her. 
AB. It muſt be very diſtreſſing indeed, Ma'am. 
Mrs. Mal. Oh i it gives me the hydroſtatics to 


fuch a degree ;—1 thought ſhe had perſiſted from 


eorreſponding with him; but behold this very day, I 

have interceded another letter from the fellow ; I be- 

lieve I have it in my pocket. | 
Alf. O the devil! my laſt note. Afi. 
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Mrs. Mal. Aye, here it is. | 
Abſ. Aye, my note indeed 1 0 the litle tenitreſs, 


Euey. 19956 LAſide. 
Mrs: Mal. . 8 you may know the 
writing: [Gives him the letter. 


Alf. L think. I have ſeen-the hand — 4 
certainly muſt have ſeen this hand before: 

. Mrs. Mal. Nay; but read it, Captain. 

Abſ. (Reads) * My ſoul's idol, my .ador'd Ly 
dia !*—Very tender indeed! 

Mrs. Mal. Tender! aye.and prophane too, o my ; 
conſcience. | 

As. I am exceſſively alarmed at the 8 % 
« ſend me, the more ſo as my new rival” 

Mrs. Mal. That's you, Sir. . 

Alf. * Has univerſally the character of being an ac. 
% compliſhed gentleman, and a man of honour.” 
Well, that's handiome enough.. 

Mrs. Mal. O, the Ellow has. ſome aefign i in writ⸗ 
ing ſo - 

Ab. That he had, III anſwer for him, Ma' am. 

Mrs. Mal. But go on, Sir—you'll ſee preſent. 
may | PE 
Ab. © As for the old weather-beaten ſbe- dragon who - 
% guard yo Who can he mean by that? 

Mrs. Mal. Me, Sir—me—he means me there 
what do you think now ?——but go on a little fur- - 
ther. Ry | 50 
As. Trapudent ſcoundrel!—* if ſhall go hard but 
4 J evill elude her vigilance, . as I am told that the ſame 
* ridiculous vanity, which makes her dreſs up her coarſe 
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© features, and deck ber dull chat 1b hard words 
& qvhich ſhe don't underfland.- | 

Mrs. Mal. There, Sir! an attack upon my 
language ! what do you think of that ?—an aſperſion 
upon my parts of ſpeech ! was ever ſuch a brute.! 
Sure if I. reprehend any thing in this world, it is the 
uſe of my oracular ng, and a nice derangement 
of epitaphs! 

Abſ. He deſerves to be hang: and quarter'd | | let 
me ſee—* ſame ridiculous vanity” —— 

Mrs. Mal. You need not read:1t again, Sir. 

41, T-beg pardon, Ma'*am, . . does alſo lay her open 
„ to the grofſeſt decepiions from flattery and pretended. 
« admiration”'——an impudent . coxcomb:! - ſo that 7 
« have a ſeheme to ſee. you. ſhortly with the old Har- 
ce ridan's conſent, and even to. make her a go-be- 

e faveen.in our inter vie uus.“ Was ever ſuch aſſure 


ance! 
Mrs. Mal. Did you ever hear any thing like * 
he'll elude my vigilance, will he—yes, yes! ha! ha! 
he's very likely to enter theſe doors !—well try who 
can plot beſt! ; 
Abſ. So we. will, Ma' am—ſo we wlll. „ ! ha! 
bal a conceited puppy, ha! ha! ha !—Well, but 
Mrs. Malaprop, as the girl ſeems ſo infatuated by 
this fellow, ſuppoſe you were to wink. at; her correſ- 
ponding with him for a little time—let her even plot 
an elopement with him then do you connive at her 
eſcape—while J, juft in the nick, will have the feb 
lo laid by the heels, and fairly contrive to carry her 
off in his ſtead. f 
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- Mrs. Mal. J am delighted with the ſcheme, 1 never 
was any thing better perpetrated! 


bf. But, pray, could not I ſee the lady for a few 


mu. now. —1 ould like to wy her per a 
little. 


not prepared for a viſit of this kind. 


a decorum in theſe matters. 


There is 


0 Oe? ſhe won't mind nay tell her 


Beverley 
Mrs. Mal. Sir! 


Abſ. Gently, good tongue. | C. de. 


Mrs. Mal. What did you ſay of Beverley ? 


 A8f. O, I was going to propoſe that you ſhould 
tell her, by way of jeſt, that it was Beverley who was 
below—ſhe'd come _ faſt enough then—ha ! ! hat 


ha! 
Mrs. Mal. Tould be a trick ſhe well deſerves 


— beſides, you know the fellow tells her he'll get my 
conſent to ſee her—ha'! ha !-—Let'him if he can, I 
fay again. —Lydia, come down here! [ Calling. 


He'll make me a go-betwveen in their interviews ! 
ha! ha! ha! Come down, I ſay, Lydia 1—1 


don't wonder at your laughing, ha! ha! ha! his 
impudence is truly ridiculous. 

Abſ. Tis very mea 36: * rl foul, MW, 
ha! ha! ha! 


Mrs. Mal. The little buffy won't hear. — Well, 


Pll go and tell her at once who it is—ſhe ſhall 
know that Captain Abſolute is come to wait on her. 
—And Til make her behave as becomes a young 


Woman. 


22 Mal. Why, I don't knw M. doubt ſhe is 
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Abſ. As you pleaſe, Ma'am. | | 
Mrs. Mal. For the preſent, Captain, your ſervant 
Ah! you've not done laughing yet, I ſee—elude 
my vigilance ! yes, yes, hat ha! ha ' [Exit 

Alf. Ha! ha! ha! one would think now that 1 
might throw ypff all diſguiſe at once, and ſeize my prize 
with ſecurity but ſuch is Lydia's. caprice, that to 
undeceive were probably to loſe her. —Pll ſee whe- 
ther ſhe knows me. 

[Walks aſide, and ſeems. engaged i in baking a at the 
pictures. 


: Enter Lyvpia, 


Lydia. What a ſcene am I now to go thro?! ſurely 
nothing can be more dreadful than to be obliged to - 
liſten to the loathſome addreſſes of a ſtranger to one's 
heart.—lT have heard of girls perſecuted as I am, who. 
have appealed in behalf of their favoured lover to the- 
generoſity of his rival: ſuppoſe I were to try it 
there ſtands the hateg rival—an officer too but O 
bow unlike my Beverley != I wonder he don't begin: 
—truly he ſeems a very negligent wooer !—quite at 
his eaſe, upon. my word! DÞll ſpeak firſ.—Mr. Ab- 
ſolute. | | | 

Abſ. Ma' am. | [Tiras . 

Lydia. O Heavy? ns! Beverley 

Af. Huſh!—buſh, my. life! ſoftly! be not ſur- 
priſed ! 

Lydia. J am ſo aſtoniſhed !* and ſo terrified ! and 
ſo overjoyed !—for Heav'ns. IE] how came you 
here ? 


Alf. Briefly—I have deceived your aunt—T was. 
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informed chat my new. rival was to viſit here this 
evening, and contriving to have him kept away, have 
paſſed myſelf on her for Capt. Abſolute. 

Lydia. O, charming !—And. ſhe. really takes you 
for young Abſolute ?. 

Alf. O, ſhe's convinced of i it. 8 

Lydia. Ha | ha! ha! 1 can't forbear . to 
think how her ſagacity is over- reached! 

Abſ. But we trifle with our precious moments 
ſuch another opportunity may not occur then let 
me now conjure my kind, my condeſcending angel, 
to fix the time when I may reſcue her from undeſerr- 
ing perſecution, and with a licenſed warmth plead for 


my reward, 


Tuydia Will you then, Beverley, conſent to forfeit 
that portion of my paltry wealth ?—that burden on 
the wings of love? 
Alſ. O come to me—rich only thus—in beelinch 
Bring no portion to me but thy love—'twill be ge- 
nerous in you, Lydia—for well you know, it is the 
only dower your poor Beverle can repay. 

Lydia. How perſuaſſ are his words !—how 
charming will poverty be with him! 

ALF Ah! my ſoul, what a life will we then mee?“ 
Lore ſhall be our idol and ſupport ! we will worſhip 


him with a monaſtic ſtrictneſs; abjuring all worldly 


toys, to center every thought and action there.— 
Proud of calamity, we will enjoy the wreck of 
wealth; while the ſurrounding gloom of adverlity 
- ſhall make the flame of our pure love ſhow doubly 
bright. —By Heav'ns! T would fling all goods of 
Wrtune from me with a prodigal hand, to. enjoy the 
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ſcene where I might claſp my Lydia to my boſom, 
and fay, the world affords no ſmile to me — but 
here— | [Embracing Her. 
If ſhe holds out now, the devil is in it!  [A4fide. 

Lydia. Now could I fly with him to the Anti- 
podes! but my perſecution is not yet come to a 
W | | 


Enter Mrs. Mar arroe, liſtening. 


Mrs. Mal. T am impatient to know how the little 
huſſy deports herſelf, | q Aae. 

Abſ. So penſive, Lydia —5 then your warmth 
abated ? 

Mrs. Mal. Warmth abated !—fo !—ſhe has been 
in a paſſion, I ſuppoſe. 

Lydia. No—nor ever can while I have le. 

Mrs, Mal. An ill-temper'd, little devil —SheU 
be in a paſſion all her life—will ſhe ? 

Lydia. Think not the idle threats of my-ridiculous 
aunt can ever have any weight with me. | 

Mrs. Mal. Very dutiful, upon my. word! 

Lydia. Let her choice be Capt. Abſolule, but Be- 
verley is mine | LS | 

Mrs. Mal. I am aſtoniſhed at her afuragce: to 
his face — this is to his face! | 

oy Thus then let me enforce my ſuit. 

[ Kneeling. 

Mrs. Mal. ee young man — down on 
his knees entreating for pity'!—I can contain no 
Why, thou vixen II have overheard | 


longer. 
vou. 


Alf. O, confound her vigilance ! [Afbde. 
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Mut. Mal. Capt. Al ſolute.— I know not how to, 
apologize for her ſhocking rudeneſs” _ 

As. So- all's ſafe, I find. [ Aſide. 
1 have hopes, Pond that time will 10 "a young 
ha e 4:64 

Art. Mal. O, there's Ee to be haped for 
Sow her ! ſhe's as headſtrong as an gy: on the 
banks of Nile. 

Lydia. Nay, Madam, what do you charge me 
with now? | 
_ Mrs. Mal. Why, thou unbluſhing rebel—didn't 
you tell this gentleman to his face that you loved 
another better * you ſay 1 you never * would be 
. 

Byaba. No, Mudam—T did not. 

Mrs, Mal. Good Heav'ns ! what aſſurance !— 
Lydia, Lydia, you ought to know that lying don't 
become a young woman ! Didn't you boaſt that 
Beverky—tbat ſtroller Beverley, wollt your heart? 
— Tell me that, I ſay. 

Lydia. *Tis true, t am, and none but Bever- 
Ez. — i 5 
Mr. Mal. Hold; hold Aﬀuranoe! vou ſhall 
not be ſo rude. 

Al. Nay, pray Mrs. — don't ſtop the 
young lady's. ſpeech : ſhe's very welcome to talk 
thus——it does not hurt me in the leaſt, I aſſure 
Mie. Mal. You are too good, Captain 700 ami- 
ably patient but come with me, Miſs—let us ſee 
you again ſoon, Captain remember what we have 


fixcd, 


— 


ve 


1 


throat come along come along. 
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AEF. ] ſhall, Ma'am. | 

Mrs. Mal. Come, take a ET: leave of the 
gentleman. 

Lydia. May every bleſſing wait on 1 my Hauri, | 
my lov'd Bev- 

Mrs. Mal. Huſſy! I'll choak the word in your | 


[Exeunt ſewerally. 
TBererler 1 ing his hand to Lydia Hire. 


Malaprop fopping her from Healing. 


) 


SCENE IV. 


Acres 8 Lodgings 


Acnss and David. | | 
Ackzs as jof dreſ”d. 


Acrts. Indeed, Devid-—do. you think I heeome it 
ſo? | 

David. You. are quite another bees inlient 
me Maſter, by the Maſs! an' we've any luck we ſnall 
lee the Devon monkeyrony 1 in all the n in 
Bath 1. 
| * Dreſs 27 . a diffcrouitn, David. 

David. Tis all in all, 1 think difference! why, 
an' you were to go now to Clod-Hall, I am certain 


the old lady wouldn't know you: Maſter Butler 1 


wouldn't believe his own eyes, and Mrs. Pickle would 


EINE 


P EF . W renal v7. a 
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would cry, © Lard . me !” our @airy-maid. 
would came giggling to the door, and T warrant 
Dolly Teſter, your Honour's favourite would bluſh 
like my waiſtcoat—Oons ! I'll hold a gallon, there 
an't a dog in the houſe but would bark, and I queſ- 


| Lon whether Phillis would wag a hair of her tail! 


Acres. Aye, — there's nothing like poliſh- 


ing. | 
David, 80 1 ul of your Honour's boots; but the 


boy never heeds me! | 
Acres. But, David, has Mr. 1 been 
here? I muſt rub up my balancing, and ohaſing, and 


boring. 

David. I'Il call again, Sir. | 

Acres, Do—and fee if there are r letters for me 
at the poſt- office. 

David. I will. — By the Maſs, I can't help looking 


at your head if I hadn't been by at the cooking, I 


wiſh 1 may die if 1 ſhould have known the diſh again 
Re f LExit. 
I Acres er en pradliſing a dancing cep. 
Acres. Sink, flide—coupee—Confound the firft 
inventors of cotillons! ſay I they are as bad as al. 
gebra to us country gentlemen—T can walk a Minuet 
eaſy enough when I am forced - and I have been ac- 
counted a good Rick in a Country-dance.—Odds 
jiggs and tabors !—T never valued your croſs-over two 
couple figure in right and left—and I'd foot it 
with eber a Captain in the county !—but theſe out- 


landiſh heathen Allemandes and Cotillons are quite 


beyond me !—I ſhall never proſper at em, that's 


ſure—mine are true-born Engliſh legs—they don't 


Na! 


Sir. 


Jou. 


need be in love with a young lady — 


2 
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1 their curſt French hngo their Pas: this, 
and Pas that, and P3s t'other !—damn me! my 
feet don't like to be called Paws! no, tis certain 1 
have moſt Antigallican Toes! 


Enter SERVANT. 

Ser. Here is Sir Lucius O'Trigger to wait on Jeu, 
Acres. Shew him in. 

"Enter Sir Lucius. 

Sir Luc. Mr. Acres, I am delighted to embrace 


Acres. My dear Sir Lucius, I kiſs your hands. 
Sir Luc. Pray, my friend, what bas brought you 


fo ſuddenly to Bath? 


Acret. Faith? I have followed Cupid's Jack-a- 
Lantern, and find myſelf i in a quagmire at laſt.— In 
ſhort, T have been-very ill uſed, Sir Lucius. don't 


chooſe to mention names, but look on me as on a 


very ill uſed gentleman: 
Sir Luc. Pray what i is the caſe 1 4s” no 


names. 


Acres. Matk me, Sir Lucius, I fall as Ak as 
ber friends take 
my part follow ber to Bath — lend. word of my ar- 
rival; and receive anſwer, that the lady is to be other- 
wiſe diſpoſed. of. —This, Sir Lucius, Tcall being il 


uſed. 


Sir Luc. Very ill upon my conſcience—Pray, can 
you divine-the cauſe of it? 


Actes, Why, there's the matter: ſhe has another 


* * 


/ 
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lover, one Beverley, who, Iam told, is now in Bath, 


Odds flanders _ bes! 1 be muſt be at the Feen 


-of it. 

Sir Luc. A rival in the a is there band you 
think he has ſupplanted you unfairly. 

Acres. Unfairly! to be ſure he has. — He never 


could have done it fairly. 


Sir Luc. Then ſure you ke what is to be 
done ! 

Acres. Not I, upon my foul! 

Sir Luc. We wear no ſwords here, but 3 you under 
ſtand me. n 

Acres. What! fight bim! 

Sir Luc. Aye, to be ſure: what can I mean 
Elſe ? e 

EF” But he has gives: me e no provocation. 

"Sir Luc. Now, J think he has given you the great- 
eft provocation in the world. —Can a man commit a 
more heinous offence 18 another than to fall in 
love with the ſame woman? O, by my ſoul, it is the 
moſt unpardonable breach of friendſhip ! ! 

* Heres. Breach of friendſhip !_ Aye, aye ; but I 


| have no acquaintance with this man. I never ſaw 


him in my life. 
Sir Luc. That's no argument at all—he has the 
less right then to take ſuch a liberty, | | 
Acres. Gad, that's true—1 grow full of. anger, 
Sir Lucius l fire apace | ! Odds, hilts and blades ; 


I find a man may have a deal of valour in him, and 


not know it! But could not 1 contrive to have a K. 
we right of my fide? 
Sie Luc. What the Devil Bünger right when 


« 


e 


Io 
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your honour is concerned? Do you think Achilles, or 
my little Alexander the Great ever inquired where the 
right lay? No, by my foul, they drew their broad- 
ſwords, and left the a 46 oe of pans to Wy oe 
juſtice of it. SEO MW). 

Acres. Your words are a — ab to 
my heart! I believe courage muſt be catching !— 
I certainly do feel a kind of valour riſing as it 
were a kind of courage, as I may ſay 
Odds flints, pans, and Wr FEW ee him 
directly. | 3 © 

Sir Luc. Ah, my little friend! i me had Blinder 
buſs-Hall here I could ſhew you a range of anceſs 
try, in the O' Trigger line, that would furniſh the 
new room; every one of whom had killed his man! 
—For though the manſion-houſe and dirty acres 
have ſlipt through my fingers, I thank Heav'n our 
honour, and the Us pe are as . as 
ever. en ONE 
Acres. O Sir Lucius! I have -had anceſtors too! 


every man of 'em colonel or captain in the militia ? 


— Odds balls and barrels! ſay no more—Pm 
brac'd for it. The thunder of your words has ſoured 
the milk of human kindneſs in my breaſt ! 
L—ds! as the man in the play dee $6 4 could do 
« ſuch deeds 
Sir Luc. 8 come, there muſt ** ** 
at all in the caſe—theſe things ſhould always oh done 

eivilly. 
Aeret. L muſt be in a paſſion, Sir Lb 
muſt be in a rage Dear Sir Lucius let me be in 
a M #399 38218 agi an 


U 
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a rage, if you. love e here's pen and 
Pe bi yes v Cite docvn to write, | 
I would the ink. were e red . I fay-indite ! 
Ho ſhall I begin ) Odds bullets and blades! Tl 1 
write a good bold hand, however. K t 
Sir Luc. Pray compoſe: yourſelf. 
— Aerts, Come—now ſhall 1 begin with: an bath! 
4 Do. Sir Lucius, let melbegin with a damme. 
Sir Luc. Pho! pho! do the thing «decently and 1 
like a Chriſtian. Begin now * T 
Acres. 'That's too. civil. by. half. | y 
Sir Lut. To 9 Rs! — that might a 
BT os 5 | h 
w_ Acres. 8 n 
i (Sin Luc. From our cod 3 the ſme lady.” 
Acres. Aye there's 111 7 rcreeh 6 _ roi 
; Well... 10 
2; Sn Luc. I ſball exper Uhr "EM of your con- 
any.” 
Acres. Z ds! I'm not aſking him We 
Sir Luc. Pray be SAV [ono 0 
Acres. Well then, * honour of y your company” 
in ud. . Te * our e en 37 To 
1 Well. Y 70 
Sir Luc. Let me ** . King's Meat fl will 
do. « in Ling Mead. eld... 
4 Acret. 80 that's done — Well, In fold it up 
preſently. 3- my. own. creſt—a hand and dagger n be 
the ſeal. 
ir Luc. Vougſeg now this little duplebation Wil 
put a ſtop at one to all confuſion or * 
that might ariſe between you. 


and 
ite. 
te! 


TI 


th? 


and 
9b 


dy.” 


2 


com- 
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Acres. Aye, we fight to prevent any miſunder- 
ſtanding, 


Sir Luc. Now, I'Il leave you to OE your own 
time —Take my advice, and you'll decide it this 
evening if you can; then let the worſt come of it, 
*twill be off your mind to- morrow. 

Acres. Very true. 5 | 

Sir Luc. So I ſhall ſee nothing more of you, un- 
leſs it be by letter, till the evening. would do 
myſelf the honour to carry your meſſage ; but, to tell 
you a ſecret, I believe I ſhall have juſt ſuch another 
affair on my own hands. There is a gay captain 
here, who put a jeſt on me lately, at the expence of 
my country, and T only want to fall in with the ow 
tleman, to call him out. 

Acres. By my valour, I ſhould like to ſee you 
fight firſt! Odds life! I ſhould like to ſee you kil 
bin if it was only to get a little leſſan. 

Sir Luc. I ſhall be very proud of inſtructing you. 
wel, for the preſent - but remember now, when 
you meet your antagoniſt, do every thing in a mild 
and agreeable manner. —Let your courage be as 
keen, but at. che ſame time as poliſhed as your ſword. 

{Enron ſevvtaly. 


Me a 1 —— cat 


—_  — — — —— CY — LPOw 
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Acres's Lodvings. 
8 


9” 


4 I F 


David. | 


* 
Fog of 


* * the Maſs, Sir! I woilld "Is no vec thing 
—nCer- a Sir Lucius O' Trigger in the kingdom 
ſhould make me fight, when I Wa'n't ſo minded. 
Oons! what will the old _ fy, when ſhe hears 

o't! 7 

Acres. Ab! David; f you had 3 Sir n 
—Odds ſparks and flames]: he would have rous'd 
* valou.. 

David. Not oy indus 1 batch fuch — 
a de Look'ee, Maſter, if you'd wanted a 


bout at boxing, quarter-ſtaff, or ſhortſtaff, I ſhould | 


never be the man to bid you cry, off: But for your 
curſt ſharps and: ſnaps, J never. knew any good come 
of? ee 

Acret. But my honour, David, my "BP I 
muſt be very careful of my honour. 

David. Aye, by the Maſs! and I would be very 
careful of it; and I think in return my honour 
couldn't do leſs than to be very careful of me. 

Acres. Odds blades! David, no gentleman will 


ever riſk the loſs of his honour ! 


David. I ſay then, ut * be but civil in honcur 


( 
- 
| 
] 
t 


al 
ac 


ur 
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never to riſk. the loſs of a gentleman.——Look'ee, 
Maſter, this honour ſeems to me to be a marvellous 
falſe friend: aye, truly, a very courtierslike ſervant. 

Put the caſe, I was a gentleman (which thank 
God, no one' can ſay of me); well my honour 
makes me quarrel with another gentleman of my ac- 
quaintance. So- we fight. (Pleaſant enough that) 


Boh !—T kill him (the more's my luck.) Now, 


pray who. gets the profit of it Why, my bondur. | 
But put the caſe that he kills me by the 
Maſs ! I go to the worms, and my honour * over 


to my enemy. 


Acres. No, David--in that caſe Odds crowns 
ind: laurels! Four - honour ws! you to the 
grave. | 

David. ns that's juſt the place where I could 
make a ſhift to do without it. | 

Acres. Z—ds | David, you are a coward llt 
doesn't become my valour to liſten to you. — What, 
ſhall I diſgrace my anceſtors ?—Think of that, Da- 
vid—think what it would be. to Aer my ancel- 


tors 


. Vader favour,” the ſüren way of not ai. 
gracing chem, is to keep as long as you can out of 


their company. Look'ee now, Maſter, to go to 


them in fuch haſte—with. an, ounce of lead in your 
brains—T ſhould think might as well be let alone. 


Our anceſtors are very good kind of folks; but they 


are the laſt people I ſhould chooſe to have a une 
acquaintance with. | 

Acres. But, David, now, you don- t think there 
is ſuch very, very, very great danger, hey ?—— 
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Odds? nk 1 people often git! without ee miſchief 
done! e Sf 

David. By the Maſs I think *tis ten to one 
againſt you !——Oons ! here to+ meet ſome lion- 
| headed fellow, T. warrant, with kis d— n'd double. 
barrelPd ſwords, and cut · and- thruſt piſtols! Lord 
| bleſs us ! it makes me tremble to think ot. Thoſe 
be ſuch deſperate bloody- minded weapons! Well, I 
never could abide em from a child I never could 
fancy *em'!—1 ſuppoſe there ant been 10 mercileſs a 
beaſt in the world as your loaded piſtol! 

Acres. Z—ds! I won't be afraid—Odlds fire and 
fury! you ſhan't make me afraid. Here is the 
challenge, and I have ſent for my dear friend Jack 
Abiytute to carry it for me. 

David. Aye, the name of miſchief, let him be 
the meſſenger. —For my part, I wouldn'tlend a hand 
to it for the beſt horſe in your ſtable. By the 
Maſs ! it don't look like another letter 1—It is, 

as J may ſay, a deßgning and malicious. looking let- 
ter I— and I warrant ſmells of gunpowder like a 
ſoldier's pouch !—Oons ! 1 wouldn' t ſwear i it e 
go off! . Fey 
Acres. Out, you poltroon 0 0 ha' n*t t the valour 
of a graſs-hopper. _ | 

David. Well, 1 ſay no more— twill be ſad news, 
to be ſure, at Clod-Hall !—but I ha? done. How 
Phyllis will howl when ſhe hears of it !—Aye, poor 
bitch, ſhe little thinks what ſhooting her Maſter's 
going after! And I warrant old Crop, who 
has carrieq your honour, field and road, theſe ten | 
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n will curſe the hour he was born. [ Whimpering, 

Acres, It won't do, David—I am determined to 
fight—ſo get long, you com while I'm in 48 
mind. | 


4 


Enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Captain Abſolute, Sir. eo PSs 
Acres. O] fhew him up. Exil Servant. 

David. Well, Heaven ſend we be. all 1 r 
time to morrow. 


Acres. What's that !—Don't provoke. me, Da- 


"© 


David. Good bye, Maſter. 0 himpering, | 
Acres. Get along, you cowardly, daſtardly, croak- 
ing raven. [Exi David. 


er Arzorurz- 


tf What's the matter, Bob? | 
Acres, A vile, ſheep-hearted blockhead Ar F: 
hadn't the valour of St. George and the dragon to 
As. But what did you want with me, Bob? 
' Acres. Ol There — [Gives him the challenge. 
A. * To Ezſan Beverley.“ So- what's going 
on now. EE. 


Well, what? 8 this? 


Acres, A challenge! 
Abſ. Indeed! Why, you won't fight him; 


will you, Bob? 


Acres. Egad but I will, Jack —Sir Lucius 
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has wrought me to it. He has left me full of rage 
and PI fight this evening, that ſo much good pal- 
Hon n mayn't he waſted. IT 

ALſ. But what have 1 to 4 wah this ? 

Acres. Why, as I think you know ſomething of 
this fellow, I want you to find him out for me, and 
give him this mortal defiance. 

Ha. Well, give it to me, and a me e be gets 
; "By he. I, | 

Acres. Thank you, my dear fiend, my dear 
Jack ; but it is giving you a great deal of trou- 
ble. 

1 — Not in the leaſt I beg you won't r mention 

No trouble in the world, I aſſure you, 

Won, ret. You are very kind. What it is. to have 
a friend! You couldn' t be my ſecond—could you, 
Jack ? 

Alf. Why no,  Bob—not i in thi aſſair—it would 
not be quite ſo proper. 

Acres. Well then, I muſt 8 my friend Sir 
Lucius. I ſhall have your good wiſhes, however, 
Jack. | 

Abſ. Whenever he meets you, believe me. 


E nter SERVANT: | 
Ser: Sir Anthony Abſolute is below, inquiring 
for the Captain. 
 Abſ, I'll come inflantly.— —Well, my little 
hero, ſucceſs attend you. [ Going. 


Acres. Stay — ſtay Jack.— If Beverley ſhould 
alle you what kind of a man your friend Acres is, 


of 


' IV. 


age 
pal. 


of 
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ear 


on 
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do, tell him 1 am a devil of a fellow—will you, 


Jack:? 


AB. To be ſure I ſhall —PIl fay you are a de- 
termined dog — hey, Bob! © 

Acres. Aye, do, do—and if that frightens him, 
gad perhaps he mayn't come. So tell him J general- 
ly kill a man a week ; will you, Jack's. 

Abſ. J will, I will; I'll ay you are called i in n the 
country” © [Fighting Bob. | 

Acres, Right, right—tis all to al miſchief; 3 
for I don't want to take his life if I clear my 
honour. . 

Abſ. No that's s very. kind of you. 

Acres, Why, you don't with me to kill him—do 
you, Jack ? | 

Alf. No, upon my ful, I do vot.—But a devil 


of a fellow, hey? | eee 


Acres. True, true but ftay—ſtay, Jack you 
may add that you never ſaw me in ſuch a I before 
—a moſt devouring rage! 

Abſ. J will, I will. 

Acres. Remember, Jack——a determined dog! 

All. 1 aye, « Fighting Bob.“ 

[ Exeunt ſeveral . 
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oe e de SNA. 


* 7 
. q 


An. Malaprop's Lodgings. 


Met. Mararnor and Lyvra. 


"Mee. Mal. Why, . perverſe one tell me 
what you can object to him Isn't he a handſome 
man - tell me that A gentee], man! 2 ly figure 
of a man? 

Lydia. She little thinks whom ſhe is praiſing! 
Aide. 80 is Beverley, ee en 

Mrs. Mal. No capariſons, Miſs, if you pleaſe !— 
Capariſons don't become à young woman.—No ! 
Captain Abfolute is indeed a fine gentleman ! | 

Lydia. Ard. the Hein Abſolute you have ſeen. 

| LA,. de. 

* Mal. Then he's fo 1 bred — > full of ala- 
erity, and adulation !—and has 4 much to ſay for 
himſelf: in {ach good language too |—His phyf- 
ognomy fo grammatical Then his preſence is ſo 
noble !—T proteſt, when I ſaw him, 1 thought of 
what Hamlet ſays in the Play: « Heſperian 
4% curls— the front of 7ob himſelf !—an eye, like 
« March, to threaten at command !—a Station, 
& like Harry Mercury, new—** Something about 
kifſing—on a hill—however, the fimilitude ſtruck 


mee directly. 


Lydia. How enraged ſhe'll be preſently when ſhe 
diſcovers her miſtake! [Afide. 


le 


re 
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/ Erter Servant. 
Kr. Sir ede, and Swen pore are * 


low, Ma'am. FAY 1 
Mrs. Mal. 1 "de them up w_ Wo 3 


1 


Now, Lydia, I inſiſt; on your behaving as becomes 


a young woman. Shew your good breeding at leaſt, 


though you havę forgot your duty. 5 


Lydia. Madam, I haye told you my 8 5 
I ſhall not only give him no encouragement, . but L 
won't even ſpeak to, or look at him. | 
-[ Flings herſelf into 4 Wart with: her face y 

the door. 


Enter Sir Aurnoxy. and Anz0LuTE. 


Sir Anth. Here we are, Mrs. Malopiip; come 
to mitigate the frowns of unrelenting beauty 
and difficulty enough I had to bring this fellow. 
I don't know what's the matter; but if 1 had 
not held . 105 —_—_— rs have n me * 
flip. ; 

Mrs. Mal. You W inßnite mundi "Ble- Aae 
ny, in the affair.— I am aſhamed for the cauſe ! 
Lydia, Lydia, rife 1 GO Tyan ern. your re. 
ſpecs | Low cre es 171 [ Afide to her. 

Sir Anth, I hag; Madam, that Miſs Languiſh 
has reflected on the worth of this gentleman, and 
the regard due to her Aunt's choice, and my alliance. 


Now, Jack, ſpeak to her! [Aide to him. 
Ai. What the d—I ſhall Ido!  _ [Afide. 


—You ſee, Sir, ſhe won't even look at me whilſt 
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you are here. —I knew ſhe wouldn't !—T told 
you ſo—Let me intreat, you, Sir, to leave us toge- 
ther! 

© FAbſolute gent to T with bis Father. 

Lydia. ¶ Aſide. I wonder I ha'n't heard my Aunt 
exclaim yet ! ſure ſhe can't have look'd at him 
perhaps their regimental are” allke, od n is  ſome- 

thing blind. e eng 

Sir Anth. 1 ſay, Ste, T 6550 ſtir a foot yet. 

Mi. Mal. I am forry to ſay, Sir Anthony, that 
my affluence over my Niece is very ſmall.— Turn 
round Lydia, I bluſh for you! © [Aſide to her, 

© Sir Anth, May I not flatter myſelf, that Miſs 
Languiſh will aſſign what cauſe of diflike ſhe can 
have to my ſon !—Why don't you begin, Jack ?— 
Speak, you puppy—ſpeak ! 1 "TAfide to him. 

Mr. Mal. It is impoſſible, Sir Anthony, ſhe 
ean have any. She will not fay ſhe has. 
Anfwer, * AY enn ane anſwer? 

| [Ae de to her, 
| 8 Py Then, DE. I truſt that a; childiſh 
| 7” haſty predilection will be no bar to Jack's hap- 
PT” GO 2 don't you ſpeak ? 
[Alde to him. 

* a. (4h 4 ) I think ny . ſeems as little 
inclined to converſation as myſelf. How ſtrangely 
blind my Aunt muſt be! 

As, Hem! hem! ee e F (Abſolute 
attempts to ſpeal, then returns to Sir Anthony) 


Faith! Sir, I am ſo confounded !—and ſo—ſo— 
confuſed !—T told you I ſhould be fo, Sir—I knew 


* 


Fo look round !—I, mult diſguiſe my voice. 
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it.— The- the tremor of my paſſion, ah takes 


1 my preſence of mind. G 
Sir Anib. But it don't take away your voice, 3 ; 
daes it der up, and ſpeak to her directly! 3 
Abels makes figns io Mrs. - Malaprop to 
Fr leave them together. 

py Fo Mal. Sir Anthony, ſhalt we. od how to- 

e ou Rnbborts little vixen! __ 
: [Ade 10 her. | 
Sir Aub. Not * Ma” am, not t yet what the 
— are you at? unlock your Jaws, firrah, or—, 
. [44 de to him. 

CAxsorvrz 5 F doo; 


A450 Now, Heav'n ſend ſhe may be too fullen | 


e e e 
Cs peaks i in a low hoarſe., tone. 
— Will not Miſs Languiſh lend an ear to the mild f 


accents of true love Will not 


Sir Auth. What the d—l ails the * 2. Why 


| don? t you ſpeak out. nor ſtand en like a 


tn a quinſey ! 
Abi. The- he. exceſs of my awe, and ar 
Es quite choak me! 
Sir Auth, Ah! your modeſty again I tell you 
what, Jack; if you don't ſpeak out directly, and 
glibly too, I ſhall be in ſuch. a rage!— —Mrs. Mala- 


prop, I wiſh the lady would favour us with ſomething 


more than EY fide-front. 3 
[ Mrs. Malaprop Ke to. hide Lydia. | 
Alſ. So! —all will out I fee! | 


[Gor up to Lydia, ſpeaks fo oftlys 
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Be not ſurpriſed, my De 51 all — 
e qa | | i £01 7 
Lydia. {Afide.) Heav'ns! atis Beverley's wie ! £ 
R he can't have impos d on Sir Anthony too! 
be [Looks round by degrees, then farts up. 
15 this i poſible 3 Beverley” how can this. 
be my Beverley: 2 $i 
45, Ak! tis all over. . 2 
Si, Anth; Beverley the e ee | 
What can the Sit mean n?—This 18 wh yy Jack = 


Abſolate,” © T 


Mrs.” Mal. For 9 „ buſty! for ſhame !—your- 
head runs ſo on that fellow, that you have him al- | 
ways in . eyes !—beg Taper Abſolute's pr 


direMy. n ee 
Dydia. 1 wn no | Captain Abfolute, but my lov'd ' 
Beverley ! TT. "Y 
Sir Anth. Z—=ds! dhe gie mad {—her brain's - 
N by readingg 
e. Hal. O- my cbüſcience, 1 believe ſo . 5 
What do you mean by Beverley, huſſy ?—You faw { 


Captain Abſolute ee Kc ; AE he i e 


huſband that ſhall be. 1 
Lydia. US. n {wy foul, Mitm—when refuſe ] 

my Beverley— c 
Sir Anth.”O'! ſhe's as mad 'as e Bedhm —or has F 
this fellow been playing us a rogue 8 5 7 Come 4 
kere, ſirrah, Who the d—t are vou? | | - 
bf. Faith, Sir, I am not Arc clear rel; but : 
OY endeavour to recollect. / 
Sir Anth. Are you my OR or not ee for / 
Pour mother, you dog, if you won't for me. 1 
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"Mrs! Mal. Aye, Sir, who are your! 20 An ein 1 


begin to ſuſpect!— 


"Af" 1 Powers of Irbpildidact befriend me! 

7 Aſide. ) Sir Anthony, moſt aſſuredly Jam your wife's 
ſon; and that I ſincerely believe myſelf to be your's 
allo, I hope my duty has always fle wn. Mrs. Ma- 
laprop, Tam your moſt reſpectful admirer and ſhall 
be proud to add affectionate nephew. I need not tell 
my Lydia, that ſhe ſees her faithful Beverley, who, 

| re the fingular generoſity of her temper, aſ- 


ſum'd that name, and a flation, which has proved a 


teſt of the moſt diſintereſted Tove, which he nor 


hopes to enjoy in a more elevated character. 
. 'So there will be no clopement after all! 


12% [Sullenly. 


Sir Antß. Upon my foul; Hack, thou art a very 


impudent fellow! to do you juſtice, I think I never 
ſaw a piece of more conſummate aſſurance! 


"AI. O, you flatter me, Sir—you compliment— 


'tis my mod:ſly you know, Sir—iny' mode 4000 that mo 


| flood'in my way. 


Sir Anth. Well, I am glad you are not the dul, 
inſenſible varlet you pretended to be, however {— 

Im glad you have made a fool of your father, you 
So this was your penitence, your 


dog—1 am- 


duty, 1 £1 thought it was d—n'd ſud- | 


den !—You never heard their names before, not you! 


bat, The Laxncuisnes of Worceſterſhire, hey? 
If you could pleaſe me in the affair, *twas all you de- 


fired. Ah! you difſembling villain !—What ! 


7 pMinting to Lydia) ſhe fquints, don't ſbe S Title 
red-haired girl !—hey — Why, you hypocritical 


— . ĩ˖ — 
— 
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young raſcal—I wonder you t aſhamed to Wader 
your head! . 
Ab. Tis: with. difficulty, 3 am * 
very much confus' d, as you muſt perceire. 
«Mrs. Mal. O Lud! Sir Anthony —a· new light: 
W in upon me hey how.! what! Captain, 
did yon write the letters then !—What.!—am, I to 


thank you for the elegant compilation of an old wea- 4 
there beaten He- dragon hey? —0 Arr. was it you ] 
that reflected on my parts of ſpeech ? { 


A. Dear Sir J my modeſty will = 1 
at laſt, if you don? t aſſiſt eren ſhall End not be. 
able to ſland i td, | 

_. ex. Anth. Come, come, Mrs. Malonron, » we e muſt 
forget and forgive odds'life! matters have taken 1 
ſo clever a turn all of a ſudden, that I could find. in - 
my heart, to be ſo  g00d-humour'd ! and-ſo nt 

hey! Mrs. Malaprop ! 3 

_. Mrs. Mal. Well, Sir 8 ſince you - Air jre 
it, we will not anticipate the paſt; —ſo mind young: 


people — our * will now be all to the fu 3- 
ture. FW = | 
Fir, Anh. Come,.1 we muſt Ts . together ; J y 
Mrs. Malaprop, they, long to fly into each other” 8 ' 
arms, I warrant !—Jack—n't- the cheek as. ſaid a 
hey Wand the eye, you rogue — and. the lip—hey ? | 4 
: Come, Mrs. Malaprop, we'll not diſturb their ten of 


derneſs their s is the time of life for happineſs !—— 

«. Youth's the e ſeaſon made for joy (lags) hey! | : 
Odds'life ! | Pm in ſuch ſpirits—1 don't know what 1 ir 
could not do Permit me, Ma? am. gives Fr hand” A 


10 M. Malaprop.) (A. ings $5 Tol-de- rol— ad L. fi 


7 


to 


VV 
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ſhould like to have a little fooling myſelf Fol- de- 
rol: de- rol! [ Exit ſinging, and handing Mrs. Malaprop. 
[I xprA. fits ſullenly in her chair. 
Aſ. So much thought bodes me no _ (aft _ 
—80 grave, Lydia! 
Lydia Sir! 
Abe. So'!—egad! 1 Ane as. 3 that 


d n'd monoſyllable has froze: me ! C aſide W hat, 
Lydia, now that we are as 0 in our friends con- 


ſent, as in our mutual vows 
_ Lydia. Friends conſent, indeed ! [Previſhh. 
Alſ. Come, come, we muſt lay aſide fome of our 
romance —a little evealth and comfort may be endured 
after all. And for your: n the . ſnall 
make. ſuch fettlements as 
Lydia. Lawyers ! 1 hate 3 52k 
Abſ. Nay then, we will not wait for their 1 
ug, forms, but inſtantly procure the licence, and 
Lydia. The licence Il hate licence ! 
A. Q wy Love! be not ſo unkind !——thus let 
me-1ntreat Kneeling. 


Lydia. Plhaw. 3 5 ignifies kuecling, when | 


15 know I-muſt have you? 7 

Aiſ. ( Riſmg)i Nay, Madam, thene? ſhall be no 
conſtraint upon your inclinations, I promiſe you, 
If I have loſt your heart reſign the reſt. — 


Gad, I muſt try what. a little Miri will do. 


| [Apes 
Lydia. ( Ri 5 5 Then, Si, let me tell you, the 


manly 1mpoſition, and deſerves the puniſhment of 
fraud. —What, you have been treating me like a 


a, 


intereſt you had there was acquired by a mean, un- 
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child! - humouring my romance and * I 
ſuppoſe at your ſucceſs ! 

Abſe _ . me, Lydia te wrong me 
_y hear— | 


yd. 80, while 7 fondly imagined. we were de- 


ceiving my relations, and. flatter'd myſelf that I 


ſhould outwit and incenſe them All—behold ! my 


hopes are to be cruſh'd at once, by my Aunt's con- 


ſent and approbation - and I am myſelf the only dupe 
at laſt ! [Walking about in à heat. 


But here, Sir, here is the picture - Beverlæy's pic- 


ture! (taking à miniature from her boſom ) which J 


have worn night and day, in ſpite of threats and 
entreaties : There, Sir, (flings it to him) and 
be aſſured I throw the —_— from _—_— heart as 


. 


the ardour of my thanks Well, all that's paſt !—all 
over indeed There, Madam in beauty, that copy 


is not equal to you, but in my mind it's merit over 


the original, in being ſtill the ſame, is ſuch—that— 
1 cannot pe in my heart to part with it. 
| [Pate it up again. 


274 ia. ( Softening . Tis your 0%n N Sir—T, 


I, 1 ſuppoſe you are perfectly ſatisfied.” 
Al. O moſt certainly—ſure now this is much bet» 


A. Nay, nay, Ma'am, we will not differ as to 
that Here, (taking out a picture here is Miſs 
Lydia Languiſh.—What a difference !—aye, there is 
the heav'nly aſſenting ſmile, that firſt gave ſoul and 
| fpirit to my hopes—thole are the lips which ſeal'd a 
vow, as yet ſcarce dry in Cupid's calendar !—and 
there the half reſentful blaſh, thatavould have check'd. 


n THE RIVALS.” 285. 
ter than being in love !—ha!' ha! ha!—there's ſome 
ſpirit in his! What fignifies breaking ſome ſcores 


of ſolemn promiſes :—all that's of no conſequence you 


know. To be ſure, people will ſay, that Miſs didn't 


know her own mind but never mind that: —or per- 


haps they may be ill- natur d enough to hint, that 
the gentleman grew tired of the lady and forſook her 
but don't let that fret ou. 
* There's no bearing his inſolence. 
[ Burſts into tears. 


# 


Enter Mes 6 ah Sir 8 


Mrs. Mal. (Entering) Come, we muſt interrupt | 
your billing and cooing a while. 


Lydia. This is worſe than your treachery and a: 


ceit, you baſe ingrate. | [Sobbing. 


Sir Auth. What the devil's the matter now? 
Z—ds! Mrs. Malaprop, this is the odd billing and 
cooing 1 ever heard but what the deuce is the mean- 
ing of it ?—Pm quite aſtoniſh'd! | 

Abſ. Aſk the lady, Sir. 

Mrs. Mal. O mercy !|—P*m quite analys'd for my 
part hy, Lydia, what is the reaſon of this? 

Lydia. Aſe the gentleman, Ma'am. 

Sir Auth. Z—ds ! I fhall be in a phrenzy hy, 
Jack, you are not come out to de ay On elſe, are 
vou? 
Mrs. al. Aye, Sir, there's no more trick, is 
there ?—you are not like Cerberns, three Gentlemen 
at once, are you ? 

Au. Vou'll not let me ſpeak—l ſay the lady can 
ac count for this much better than I can. 
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Lydia. Ma'am, you onge commanded: me never to 
dial ol Beverley again —there is the man—I now. 
obey you: for, from this moment, I renounee him. 
for ever. . [Exit Lydia, 

Ars. Mal. O l and mitacles! what a turn 
bew is - why ſure, Captain, e haven't * 
diſreſpectfully to my Niece. 

Sir Anth. Ha! ha! ha!—hat hat! hal lis L 
ſee it. —Ha1 ha! ha !—now I ſee it you * been 


too lively, Jack. 
FF. Nay, Sir, upon my word 


Sir Anib. Come, no lying, Jack—I'm ſure * 


ſo. 
Mes. Mal. O Lud! Sir Anchony, —0 fie, — 
tain! 
WW; Upon my foul; Ma'am 


Sir Anth, Come, no excuſes, Jack fe LA our 


father, you. rogue, was ſo before you :—the bool 
of the Abſolutes. was always impatient. Ha-! ha 
ha! poor little Lydia — why, Your ve e frighten'd her, 
you dog, you have. 

A,. By all that's good, Sir 


Sir Anth. Z—ds! Tay no more, I tell, vou 


Mrs. Malaprop ſhall make your peace. Vou muſt 
make his peace, Mrs. Malaprap you muſt. tell her 
tis Jack's way—tell her tis all gur ways it runs in 
the blood of our family Come, away Jack—ha! 
bal ha ! Mrs. e young villain! 


| [ Puſhes him out. 
Mrs. Mal. O! | Sir b e 0 fie, Captain! * 
8 |  [ Exeunt ſever ally. 


Ad 
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SCENE IV. 


"The N orth Parade. 


Enter Sir ds O'Tarcorn. | 


So Sendai th Cant: Abſolute hides 
bimfſelf.—Upon my conſcience!—theſe officers are 


always in one's way in love affairs: I remember I 
might have married Lady Dorothy Carmine, if it 
had not been for a little rogue of a Major, who ran 
away with her before ſhe could get a ſight of me !— 


And I wonder too what it is the ladies can ſee in 
them to be ſo fond of them—unleſs it be a touch of 
the-old ſerpent in em, that makes the little creatures 
be caught, like vipers with a bit of red cloth.—Hah! 

—isn't this the Captain coming !—faith it 1s !— 


There is-a probability of ſueceeding about that fel - 


low, that is mighty. provoking ! — Who the devil is 
he talking to? 


' [Step afade. 


Enter Captain Az sour. 
45 To what fine purpoſe I have been fling r! 


a noble reward for all my ſchemes, upon my ſoul !— 

a little gypſey I did not think her romance could 
"have made her ſo d—n'd abſurd either—8'death, I 
Never was in a worſe humour in my life 122 could cut 
my own throat, or any other perſon's, with the 
25 cateſt Pleaſure i in the world! ! ME Es, 
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Sir Luc. O, faith! I'm in the luck of it—I never 
could have found him in a ſweeter temper for my pur- 
poſe—to be fure I'm juſt come in the nick !- now to 


enter into converſation with him, and ſo quarrel gen. 


teely. \ {Sir Lucius goe up to Abſolute. 
With * to that matter, Captain, I muſt 
beg leave to differ in opinion with you. 

Abſ. Upon my word then, you mult be a very ſub- 
tle diſpatant :—becauſe, Sir, I 1 . then to 


be giving no opinion at all. 


Sir Luc. That's no reaſon nts give me leave to 
tell * a $7 ur * an untruth as wet as 2 125 
e 562 94 3 

- Abſe” Very true, 1 * if a man never utter 


| his thoughts, I ſhould think 8 _ _ a 


chance of eſcaping controverſy. 7 
Sir Luc. Then, Sir, you differ in opinion with 
vie, vhich amounts to the ſame thing. 183 
Al, Hark'ee, Sir Lucius if I had not before 


known you to be a gentleman, upon my ſoul, 1 
ſhould not have diſcovered it at this interview: —for 
what you can drive at, unleſs you mean to quarrel with 


me, I cannot conceive ! 


Sir Luc. Thumbly thank you, Sir, for the quick- 


neſs of your apprehenſion, . LBowing. 


you have nam'd the very thing 1 would be at. 
Al.. Very well, Sir ſhall certainly not baulk 


Peg, inclinations ——but I ſhould be glad 155 


would pleaſe to explain your motives. 


: 1, Six, Luc. Fray, Sir, be eaſy—the quarrel is a very 
pretty quarrel as it ſtands we ſhould only ſpoil it, 


by trying to explain it—However, your memory is 
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very ſhort—or you could not have forgot an affront 


you paſſed on me within this week.— S0 1 no more, 


but name your time and place. 


Abſ. Well, Sir, ſince you, are ſo bent on it, > 


ſooner the better :—let it be this evening—here by 
the e yok ſhall Tearcely be inter- 
Aeg. 


Sir Luc. Faith! that ſame interruption in affair 
of this nature, ſhews very great ill breeding. 
I don't know what's the reaſon, but in England: if 
a thing of this kind gets wind,' people make ſuch a 


pother, that a gentleman can never fight in peace and 
quietneſs.— However, if it's the fame to you, Cap- 
tain, I ſhould take it as a particular kindneſs, if you'd 
let us meet in King's-Mead Fields, as a little buſineſs 


will call me there about ſix o clock, and I may diſ- 


patch both matters at once. 


Alf. Tis the ſame to me e exactly. — little 
after ſix, then we will diſcuſs this matter more ſeri- | 


ouſly. 
Sir Luc. If you pleaſe, Sir, there will be very 


pretty. ſmall-ſword light, tho? it won't do for a long 


ſhot,—So that matter's ſettbd! and my mind's at 


eaſe. 5 5 5 : | [Exit Sir Lucius. 


Enter Favrxraxp, meeting AnoLure, 


400 Well — was going to Lok for vou 
05 Faulkland !, all the Demons of ſpite and diſap- 
pointment — conſpired againſt me. I'm ſo vex'd, 
that if I had not the proſpect of LY reſource in in n being 
knock'd o' the head by and bye, I ſhould ſcarce have 
ſpirits to tell you the cauſe. „ 
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N What can you mean? Has Lydia 
chang'd- her mind I ſhould have thought her duty 
and inclination would now. have pointed to the ſame 
object. | 
A. Aye, juſt as. ; the eyes A of a perſon who 


ſquints :—when her love- eye was fixed on me 


t'other her eye of duty, was finely obliqued: — but 
when duty bid her point that the ſame way off 
rother turn'd + on a wiel, and ſecured its retreat with 
a frown? 5 

Faulk. But Shat's _ — RE 1 

Alf. O, to wind up the whole, a good natured 
Iriſhman here has { mimicking Sir Lucius) beg'd leave 
to have the pleaſure | of cutting my throat—and 1 
mean to indulge him—that's all. 

Faulk. Prithee, be ſerious. | 

A. *Tis fact, upon my ſoul. —Sir 8 
O' Trigger you know him by ſight—for ſome af. 
front, which I am ſure I never intended, has obliged 
me to meet him this evening at fix o'clock :—tis on 
that account I withed .to ſee you ou muſt go with 
me. 

Fault. Nay, there mult be ſome miſtake, ſure.— 
Sir Lucius ſhall explain himſclf—and I dare fay mat- 
ters may be accommodated :—but this evening, did 
you ſay I wiſh, it had been any other time. 
Ai. Why - there will be light enough: — 

there will (as Sir Lucius ſays) «be very pretty frmall- 
ſword light, t tho? it won't do for a 45 ſhot.” 
— Confoutd his long Weh ß 0D = 
» Faulk.” But I am myſelf good deal ruftled, by 2 


difference I have had: with J — vec tormentin ing 


FI: 2 
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' temper has made me treat her ſo cruelly, that J ſhall 


not be myſelf till we are reconciled. 

Abſ. By Heav'ns, Faulkland, yon don't deſerve 
I. 1 

Enter Szxvant, givey FavLikLand a letter. 

Faulk. O Jack ! this is from Julia . dread to 
open it I fear it may be to take a laſt leave —per- 
haps to bid me return her letters and reſtore 
0! how I ſuffer for my folly | - 

Abſ. Here—let me ſee. 

Tales the letter and opens it. 


Fig a final ee indeed 1—tis all over with you, 


faith! 
Faull. Nay, nn keep me in ſuſpence. 
Alſ. Hear then.—* As J am convinced that my 


ee dear Faulklan d: s own refletions have already up- 
'« braided him for his laſt unkindneſs to me, I will not 


e add a word on the ſubject.— I wiſh to ſpeak with you 


% as ſoon as poſſeble.—Tours ever and truly, Julia.“ 
There's ftubbornneſs and reſentment for you! 


| Gives him the letter. 
Why man, you don't ſeem one whit the: bent rn at 


this. 


Fault. O, yes, I am but but 
Abſ. Confound your Fog never Hine any 


thing that would make another man bleſs himſelf, but 


you immediately d—n it with a but. | 
Faulk. Now, Jack, as you are my friend, own 
honeſtly—don't you think there is ſomething forward 
—ſomething indelicate in this haſte to forgive? 
Women ſhould never ſue for reconciliation ;—that” 


N 
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ſhould always come from us. — They ſhould retain 


their coldneſs till wood to kindneſs—and their pardon, 
Ake their love, fhould “ not unſought be won.” 
Alf. J have not patience to liſten to you: — thou'rt 
incorrigible !—ſo fay no more on the ſubject.—l 
muſt go to fettle a few matters let me ſee you before 
ix remember at my lodgings.— A poor induſtri. 
ous devil like me, who have toil'd and drudg d, and 
plotted to gain my ends, and am at laſt diſappointed 
by other people's folly may in pity be allowed to 
ſwear and grumble a little but a captious ſceptic 
in love flave to fretfulneſs and whim who has no 
difficulties but of his on creating is a ſubject more 
fit for ridicule than compaſſion [Exit Abſolute, 
Faulll. I feel his reproaches: - yet I would not 
change this too exquiſite nicety, for the groſs con- 
tent with which he tramples on the thorns of love.— 
His engaging me in this duel, has ſtarted an idea in 
my head, which Lwill inſtantly purſue.—-I'Il uſe it as 
the touch. ſtone of Julia's fincerity and diſintereſted- 
neſs—if her love prove pure and ſterling ore my 
name will reſt on it with honour !—and once I've 
ſſttamp'd it there, 1 lay aſide my doubts for ever ;— 
burt if the droſs of ſelfiſhneſs, the allay of pride pre- 
dominate— twill be beſt to leave her as a toy for ſome 
leſs cautious Fool to ſigh for. | | 
M | ht 177 STEIN! [Exit Faulkland. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
rt 1125 — — 
1 ky OP 158 5 
re | Julia's Dreſſing-Room. 
l- | 
nd | Tora, ſola. 
ed 


10 How this meſſage has alarmed me! what dread- 
ful accident can be mean ? why ſuch charge to be 
alone ? =O Faulkland !—how many unhappy 
dre roments!—how many tears have you colt me! | 


# Enter FAULKLAND» 

on- Julia. What means this :— why this caution, 
3 paulkland! ? 

a in Faulk. Alas! Julia I am come to take ; a long 
it aa WWMlfirewell. | 

ted- Julia. Heav'ns! what do you 1 


my Faulk. You ſee before you a wretch, whoſe life is 
Pre forfeited. —Nay, ſtart not !—the infirmity of my 
— emper has drawn all this miſery on me.— I left you 
pre- Wirctful and paſſionate—an untoward accident drew me 
[ome 


into a quarrel—the event is, that I muſt fly this King- 
dom inſtantly.—O Julia, had I been ſo fortunate as 
to have call'd you mine entirely, before this miſ- 


chance had fallen on me, I ſhould not fo deeply dread 
my baniſhment !— 

Julia. My ſoul is 3 with ſorrow at the 
nature of your misfortune : had theſe adverſe cir- 
cumſtances ariſen from a leſs fatal cauſe, I ſhould 


N 2 
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have felt ſtrong. comfort in the thought that I could 
now chaſe from your. boſom every doubt of the warm 
ſincerity of my love. My heart has long known 
no other guardian—T now mtruſt my perſon to your 
honour—we will fly together, When ſafe from pur. 
ſuit, my Father's will may be fulfilled and I receive 


Ak | 7 
a legal claim to be the partner of your ſorrows, and 4 
-tendereſt comforter. Then on the boſom of your & 
wedded Julia, you may Jull your keen regret to-flum. Wi | 
bering ; while virtuous love, with a Cherub's hand, 7 
hall ſmooth the brow of upbraiding thought, aud 
* | ? | 5 . @&- 
pluck the thorn from compunction. 9 
Faulk. O Julia! I am bankrupt in gratitude! but - 
the time is ſo preſſing, it calls on you for ſo haſty a _ 


reſolution. Would you not wiſh ſome hours to weigh Wi 10 
the advantages you forego, and what little compen- 
ſation poor Faulkland can make vou beſide his ſoli 
tary love? 

Julia. 1 aſk not a moment. 8 Faulk land, 1 
have lov'd you for yourſelf: and if I now, more 
than ever, prize the ſolemn engagement which ſo 
Jong has pledged us to each other, it is becauſe it 
leaves no rom for hard aſperſions on my fame, and 
puts the ſeal of duty to an act of love.— But let us 
not linger. — Perhaps this delay- 

Feu. Twill be better J ſhould not venture out 
again till dark. —Yet am J oriev'd to think what 
numberleſs diſtreſſes will preſs heavy en your gentle 
eee 

Julia. Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by 
this unhappy act.— I know not whether 'tis ſo—but 
ſure that alone can never make us unhappy.—The 


4 
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little I have will-be: fufſicient to ſupport us; and ex- 


lle never ſhould be fplendid. 

Faulk, Aye, but in ſuch an abject ſtate of life, 
my wounded pride perhaps may increaſe the natural 
fretfulneſs. of my, temper, till I become a rude, mo- 


role companion, beyond your patience to endure. 


Perhaps the recollection of a deed my conſcience can- 
not juſtify, may haunt me in ſuch gloomy and unſo- 
cial fits, that I ſhall hate the tenderneſs that would 


relieve me, break from your arms, and quarrel with 


your fondneſs! | 
Julia. If your thoughts ſhould aſſume ſo. . : 


a bent, you will the more want ſome mild and affec- 


tionate ſpirit to watch over and conſole you: One 
who, by bearing your infirmities with geatleneſs and 
relignation, may teach you. /o to bear the evils of your 
fortune. 

Faulk. Julia, I ; "I proved you to the 1 
and with this uſeleſs device I throw away all my 


doubts.” How ſhall I plead to be forgiven this laſt 


unworthy. effect of ch reſtleſs, - unſatisfied diſpoſ.- - 


tion? 


Julia. Has no ſuch: diſaſter happened as you re- 
lated? 


Faulk. IJ am 1 to own. that it was all pre- | 
| tended; yet in pity, Julia, do not kill me with re- 


ſenting a fault which never can be repeated: But 
ſealing, this once, my pardon, .let-me to-morrow, in 
the face of Heaven, receive my future guide and mo- 
nitreſs, and expiate my paſt folly, by years of tender 


Adorat ion. 


Faulk. Hold, Faulkland !—that you are free from 
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a crime, which I before fear'd to name, Heaven 
knows how ſincerely I rejoice !—Theſe are tears of 
thankfulneſs for that! But that your eruel - doubts 
ſhould have urged you to an impoſition. that has 
wrung my heart, gives me now a pang) more keen, 
a I can expreſs! . 

Haul. By Heav'ns! e 

Julia. Vet hear me. My Father lov? 93 you, 


Faulkland! and you preſerv'd the life that tender 


parent gave me; in his preſence I pledged my hand 
—joyfully pledged it - where before I had given my 
heart. When, ſoon after, I loſt that parent, it 
feem'd to me that Providence had, in Faulkland, 


| ſhewn me whither to transfer, without a pauſe, my 


grateful duty, as well as my affection: Hence I have 
been content to bear from you, what pride and deli- 
cacy would have forbid me from another. — l will not 
upbraid you, by APY how you have trifled with 
my ſincerity.— | 
Faulk. 1 confeſs it all! yet hear 
Fulia. After ſuch a year of . might have 
flattered myſelf that 1 ſhould not have been inſult- 


ed with a new probation of my ſincerity, as cruel 


as unneceſſary ! J now ſee it is not in your nature 


to be content, or confident in love. With this 
conviction— I never will be yours. While I had 
hopes that my perſevering attention, and unreproach- 


ing kindneſs might in time reform your temper, I 


ſhould have been happy to have gain'd a dearer influ- 


ence over you; but I will not furniſh you with a 


licenſed power to keep alive an incorrigible fault, 


my place— 
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at the expence of one who never would contend with. 
you. | 

Fault. Nay, but Julia, by my. foul 6 honour, 
if after this 

Julia. But one word more. As my faith has once 
been given to you, 1 never will barter it with another, 
I ſhall pray for your happineſs with the trueſt ſin- 
cerity ; and the deareſt blefling I can aſk of Heaven 
to ſend you, will be to charm you from that unhap- 
py temper, which alone has prevented the perform- 
ance of our folemn engagement.—All I requeſt of 
jou is, that you will yourſelf refle& upon this infirmi- 
ty, and when you number up the many true delights: 
it has deprived you of—let it not be your /ea/? regret, - 


that it loft you the love of one—who would have 


follow d you in beggary through the world! LZxxit. 

Faull. She's gone !—for ever! There was an 
aweful reſolution in her manner, that riveted me to 
O Foal !-Doit !—Barbarian i—Curlt 
as I am, with more. imperfections than. my fellow- 
bretches, kind Fortune ſent a Heaven-gifted cherub 
to my aid, and, like a ruffian, I have driven her 


from my ſide 11 muſt now haſte to my appoint- 


ment.— Well, my mind is tuned for ſuch a ſcene.— 
I ſhall with only to become a principal i in it, and re- 
verſe the tale my curſed folly put me upon forging 
here. O Love Tormentor !—Fiend !—whote 
influence, like the Moon” s, acting on men of dull 
ſouls, makes idiots of them, but meeting ſubtler ſpi- 
rits, betrays their courſe, and urges ſenſibility to 
madneſs! - | „% „ ohm 
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Enter Ma 1D and LVYDIA. 


Maid. My Miſtreſs, Ma'am, I know, was here, 

1 ene ſhe 1s, aa in the next room. 

\ Exit Maid, 

| Lada E ho Though he has uſed me ſo, 

this fellow runs ſtrangely in my head. I believe one 

lecture from my grave Couſin will nn me recall 
him. 


Inter Julia. 


Zydia. O Julia, J am come to you with ſuch an. 


2ppetite- for conſolation. —Lud'! Child, what's the 


matter with you ?—You have been crying !—PI be, 
hanged, if that Faulkland has not been * 


you! 
Julia. You miftake the cauſe of my uneaſineſs !— 


Something has flurried me a. little.—Nothing that 


you can gueſs at.—1 would not accuſe ran tog 


Siſter! ee -/7 


Lydia. Ah! whatever vexations you may have, I 


ean aſſure you mine W i ene know who 


er ane proves to be? q 


Julia. I will now own to you, Lydia, that Me. 
Faulkland had before informed: me of the whole af- 
fair. Had young Abſolute been the perſon you took 


him for, I ſhould not have accepted” your confidence 
on the ſubject, without a ſerious endeavour to coun- 
teract your caprice. | 


Ladia. So then I ſee I have been deceived by 
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every one but I don't care—PIl never have. 


him. 

Julia. Nay, LyQia—— 

Lydia. Why, is it not provoking? when I thought 
we were coming to the prettieſt diſtreſs imaginable,- 


to find myſelf made a mere Smithfield bargain of at 


laſt There had J projected one of the moſt fenti- 
mental elopements !—ſo becoming a diſguiſe !—ſfo 
amiable a ladder of Ropes !—Conſcious Moon—four. 
horſes—Scotch- parſon—with ſuch ſurpriſe to Mrs. 
Malaprop—and ſuch paragraphs in the Newſpapers * 
— O, I ſhall die with At e 

Julia. I don't wonder at it! 

Lydia. Now—ſad reverſe roads have I to ex- 
pet, but, after a deal of flimſy preparations with a 
biſhop's licence, and my Aunt's bleſſing, to go ſim- 
pering up to the Altar; or perhaps be cried three 
times in a country-church, and have an unmannerly 
fit clerk aſk the conſent of every butcher in the pa- 
nſh to join John Abſolute and Lydia Languiſh, 
Spinſter ! O, that T ſhould live to hear myſelf . 
Spinſter! 

Julia. Mclinchaty;; indeed! 

Lydia. How mortifying, to remember tlie dear 
delicious ſhifts I uſed to be put to, to gain half a mi- 
nute's converſation with this fellow !——How often 


| have I ſtole forth, in the coldeſt night in January, 


and found him in the garden, ſtuck like a dripping . 
ſtatue ! There would he kneel to me in the ſnow, 


and ſneeze and cough fo pathetically'! he ſhivering 


with cold, and.I with apprehenſion 1 and while the 
freezing blaſt numb*'d-our joints, how warmly would 


Ng 
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he preſs me to pity his flame, and glow with mutual 
ardour !—Ah, Julia! that was ſomething like being 
in love. | 

Julia. If J were in ſpirits, Lydia, I ſhould chide 
you only by laughing heartily at you: but it ſuits 
more the ſituation of my mind, at preſent, earneſtly 
to entreat you, not to let a man, who loves you with 
fincerity, ſuffer that unhappineſs from your caprice, 
which I know too well caprice can inflict. 


- Lydia. O Lud! what has | brought my Aunt 
here ? 


Enter Mrs. MarArRor, Fac, and Davin. 


Mrs. Mal. So! ſo! here's fine work !—here's 
fine ſuicide, paracide, and fimulation going on in the 
fields! and Sir Anthony not to be found to 1 888 
the antiſtrophe ! 

Julia. For Heaven's ſake, . what's the 
meaning of this? 

Mrs. Mal. That gentleman can tel you—twas. 
he enveloped the affair to me. 

Lydia. Do, Sir, will you inform us. [To Fag. 

Fag. Ma'am, I ſhould hold myſelf very deficient 
in every requiſite that forms the man of breeding, if 
J delayed a moment to give all the information in my 
power to a lady ſo deeply intereſted i in the affair as 
you are. 

Lydia But quick ! quick, Sir. : 

Fag. True, Ma'am, as you ſay, one ſhould be 
quick in divulging matters of this nature; for 
ſhould we be tedious, perbaps while we are flou. 


lou- 
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riſhing on the ſubject, two or three lives may be 
loſt! 

Lydia, O patience !—Do, Ma? am, . for Heaven's 
ſake! tell us what is the matter? 

Mrs. Mal. Why, murder's the matter! ſlaugh- 
ter's the matter! killing? 8 the matter !—but he can 
tell you the perpendiculars. | 

Lydia. Then, prithee, Sir, be brief. 

Fag. Why then, Ma'am—as to murder—T'can-- 
not take upon me to ſay—and as to ſlaughter, or 
manſlaughter, that will be as the jury finds it., 

Lydia. But who, Sir—who are engaged in this? 

Fag. Faith, Ma'am, one is a young gentleman 
whom [I ſhould be very ſorry any thing was to happen 
to—a very pretty behaved gentleman !—We have 
med mueh together, and always on terms. 

| Lydia, But who is this? who! who! who! 

Fag. My Maſter, ä Maſter—I ſpeak 
of my Maſter. 

Lydia. Heavens! What, Captain Abſolute ! 

Mrs. Mat. O, to be ſure, you. ary frightened. 
now! 

Julia. But who are with him, Sir? 

Fag. As to the reſt, Ma'am, this N can 
inform you better than I. 

Julia. Do, ſpeak, friend. [To David. 

David. Look'ee, my Lady — by the Maſs! 
there's miſchief going on. Folks don't uſe to 
meet for amuſement with fire-arms, firelocks, fires- 
engines, fire-ſcreens, fire-office, and the devil knows _ 
what other crackers beſide !-——This, my Lady, I. 
ſay, has an angry favour. 
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Juli a. But who is there beſide Captain Abſvlute,, 
friend ? | 

David. My poor . favour for men. 
tioning him firſt —You know me, my Lady—I am. 

David—and my Maſter. of courſe is, or was Squire. 
Acres.—Then comes Squire Faulkland. 8 

Julia. Do, Ma' am, let us ; inſtantly endeavour to. 
prevent miſchief, | 

Mrs. Mal, O fie—it would be very enelegant i in 
us :—we ſhould only participate things. 

David. Ah! do Mrs. Aunt, ſave a few lives 
they are deſperately given, believe me. — Above all, 
there is that e Philiftine,, Sir. Lucius 
O Trigger. | 

Mrs. Mal. Sit Lucius O'Trigger O mercy! 
have they drawn poor little dear Sir Lucius into. 
the ſcrape ? Why, how you ſtand, girl!. you have 
no more. ET than one of the Derbyſhire Putre- 
factions! 

Lydia. What are we 40 FR Madam? 

Mrs. Mal. Why, fly with the utmoſt felicity to 
be ſure, to prevent miſchief: — here, friend- you 
can ſhew us the place ? | | 

Fag. If you pleaſe, Ma'am, I will conduct you. 
—David, do you look for Sir Anthoay, 

: [Exit David. 

| Hee. Mal. Come girls this gentleman will ex- 
hort us. Come, Sir, you're our * the 
way, and we'll precede. | 
Fag. Not a ſtep before the ladies is the world! 

Mrs. Mal. You're ſure you know the ſpot. | 

Fag. Lthink I can find it, Ma'am; and one good. 


$ 


Dd. 
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thing is, we ſhall hear the report of the piſtols as we. 


draw near, 
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ſo we can't well miſs them; never fear, 


Ma' am, never fear. LExit, be talling. 


SCENE II. 


South Parade. 


Enter Az$0LUTE, putting his ſaord under his great 


coat. 


Ab. A ſword ſeen in the ſtreets of Bath would 
raiſe as great an alarm as a mad - dog. How pro- 
voking this is in Faulkland !—never punctual! I 
ſhall be obliged to go without him at laſt.—O, 


the devil! here's. Sir Anthony 


cape him? 


how ſhall 1. " 


Maler up his face, and tales a a to go- Se” ; 


Enter Sir Ai v. 


Sir Anth. How one may, be deceived at a little 
diſtance ! only that I ſee he don't know me, I could 
have ſworn that was Jack !—Hey !—Gad's life ; it 
is.— Why Jack hat are you afraid of ?—hey ! ſurt 

'm right. Why, Jack—Jack Abſolute! 


[ Goes up to him. 


wa Really, Sir, you have the advantage of 
me.:—1, don't remember ever to have had the 


honour 
vice. 


my name is Saunderſon, at your ſer» 
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Sir Auth. Sir, I beg your pardon—1 took you—- 


hey !—why, 2— ds it i——Stay— 

| [Looks 1 to bis face. 
95, 3 1 ſervant, Mr. Saunderſon $ 
Why, you . what tricks are you after. 
now? * 
01 joke, Sir, a joke —1 came 5 on 
purpoſe. to look for you, Sir. 

Sir Anth. , You did! well, I am glad you were ſo 
lucky :—but what are you 1 muffled vp ſo for?—whats. 
this for ?—hey ? 

Al. Tis cool, Sir, isn't it?—rather chilly ſome. 
how : but T ſhall be late—I have a partzeular en- 
13 

Sir Anth. Stay. ——Why, 1 thought you were. 
looking for me 3 Jack, is't you are 
going. | 

Abf.. Going, Sir! 1 
Sir Anth. Aye here are you going | 55 

Abſ. Where am I going ? , 

Sir Anth. You unmannerly puppy! _ 

A,. I was going, Sir, to—to—to—to Lydia 
Sir, to Lydia to make matters up if I could ; and 
J was looking for you, Sir, to- to 

Sir Anth. To go with you, I ſuppole—Wrell, come 
along. 

A. O! e dn Sir, not fr the worll = 
wiſh'd to meet with you, Sir, toto to Vou 
find 1 it wot; I'm W 1 e not ay | 


Si Anth. Cool !—not at -en, b 


What will you ſay to Lydia? 


4 | 
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Alf. O, Sir, beg her pardon, humaur her—pro- 
miſe and vow.:—but I detain you, Sir—confider the 
cold air on your gout, | 

Sir Anth. O, not at all — not at al in at in no 
burry.— Ah! Jack, you youngſters when once you. 
are wounded here. | 

[Putting his hand to Abſolute's breafe. 
Hey! what the dence have you got here! c 
Abſ. Nothing, Sir—nothing.. 
Sir Anth. What's this ?—here' 8 mething yt 
hard. 
a6 winkew, Sir. ! trinkets—a bouble: for 


| 5 Lydia! 


Sir Anth. Nay, let me ſis) your taſte, 

[ Pulls his coat open, the ſword fa: Ir. 
Trinkets !—a bauble for Lydia !—z—ds! ſirrah, you 
are not going to cut her throat, are you? | 

Abſ. Ha! ha! ha!—lT thought it would divert 
you, Sir, though I didn't mean to tell you till after- 
wards, 

Sir Anth. You didn't ves, this i is a very divert- | 
ang trinket, truly. 

ABſ. Sir, I'll explain to you. Vou * Sir, 
Lydia is romantic dev'liſi romantic, and very ab- 
ſurd of courſe :-——Now, Sir, I intend, if ſhe re- 
fuſes to forgive me—to unſheath this ſword—and 
ſwear—I'II fall ypon its point, and expire at ber 
feet! | : 

Sir Anth, Fall upon a fiddle-ſtick's aa {—why, I 
ſuppoſe it is the very thing that would 8 her — 
Get along, you Fool.— 

Al. Well, Sir, you ſhall hear of, " basel 
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you ſhall hear—« O, Lydia forgive me; or this 

Pointed flee!” — ſays I. ; . 
Sir Anth. “O, Booby! ſtab away, and welcome 


— ſhe on come, $1 * — þ no trinkets ! ! 


Futer Darip,, running. 78 5 


David. Stop him! ſtop him! Murder! Thief! 
Eire !—Stop fire! Stop fire — O! Sir Anthony 
call! call! bid 'm ſtop ! Murder ! Fire! 
Sir. Anth. Fire! Murder! where? 
David. Oons ! he's out of fight ! and T'm out of 
breath ! for my part! O, Sir Anthony, why didn't | 
vou ſtop him? why didn't you ſtop him? 
Sir Auth, Z—ds! the fellow s mad Stor whom? ; 
ſtop Jack? 
David. Ay, the Captain, Sir there's murder 
| and laughter. 
Sir Anth. Murder! 
David. Aye, . you, Sir nn, there's 


all kinds of murder, all ſorts of ſſaughiter to be n i 
in the fields: there's fighting going on, 8 ir bloody f 
* fighting! b 
Sir Anth. Who are going to fight, Dunce ?” | 
David. Every body that I Know of, Sir Antho-- 7 
ny: every body is going to fight, my poor 9 
Maſter, Sir Lucius 9 your * the Cap- 
| tain Eons | b 
0 Sir Anth. O, the Dog bt ſee his tricks: — do | N 
| you know the place? | : 
David. King's-Mead-Fields. b 


Sir Anth. You know tlie way?“ 
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David. Not an inch ;—but I'lI call the Mayor 
Aldermen—Conftables—Church-wardens—and Bea- 
dles—we can't be too many to part them. 

Sir Anth. Come along—give me your ſhoulder!“ 
we'll get aſſiſtance as we go—the lying villain !——. 
Well, I ſhall be in ſuch a phrenzy—So—this was the 
hiſtory of his trinkets! I'll bauble him! [Zxeunt.. 


SCENE III. 


King's Mead: Field. 


Heres. By my valour! then, Sir Lucius, forty- 
yards is a good diſtance Odds levels and aims n 
ſay it is a good diſtance. 4 

Sir Luc. Tt is for muſkets or fell geld pieces > 
upon my conſcience, Mr. Acres, you muſt leave 
thoſe things to me. —dtay now—PH ſhew you. 

-  [ Meaſtires paces along the flage... 
There now, that is a very N * 0 er 


gentleman's diſtance. 
Aeret. Z- dds! we might as well fight in + fentry- 


box !—I tell you, Sir Lucius, the Oe he 18 99 5 
the cooler I ſhall take my aim. | 
Sir Luc. Faith! then I ſuppoſe you would a aim at 


bim beſt, of N if he was out of e * 


# 
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e No, Sir Lucius but I ſhould think fort 
or eight-and-thirty ade | 
Sir Luc. Pho! pho ! nonſenſe ! three or Gor feet 


between 1 mouths of Faur piſtols i is as good as a 


mile. 

Acres. Odds A ns no  !—by. my Ar there 
is no merit in killing him ſo near: — do, my dear Sir 
Lucius, let me bring him down at a long ſhot 2 
"Jong ſhot, Sir Lucius, if you love me ! 

Sir Luc. Well the gentleman's friend and I muſt | 
fettle that. — But tell me now, Mr. Acres, in caſe of 
an accident, is there any little will or commiſſion I. 
could execute for you! 

Acres, I am much obliged to vou, Sir Lucius 
but I don't underſtand- 

Sir Tuc. W vou may chink there 3 no We. 


. 


ſhould carry a en with ite ſay it will be no 
time then to be. Hpthenng vau rout: family mat- 
ters. | 


Auen, R Quiet? 
Si Luc. For inſtance now—if that. would be the 


| e ene you chuſe to be pickled and ſent home? 


—or would it be the ſame to you to lie here in the 
Abbey; — I'm told there is very ſnug. lying 3 in the 


Abbey. 


Aeres. Pickled tor lying i in the Abbey ! — 


| Odds tremors! Sir Lucius, don't talk fo! 


Sir Luc. I. ſuppoſe, Mr. Acres, you never were 
engaged in an affair of this kind before ? 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius, never before. | 

Sir Luc. Ab! that's a pity there's nothing like 


19 
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being uſed to a thing.— Pray now, how would you 
receive the gentleman's ſnot? 

Heres. Odds files!—Pye practiſed r chene 
Sir Lucius there [Puts himſelf in an attitude. 
—a ſide- front, hey Odd! Pl make myſelf ſmall | 
enough :—PIF ſtand eee 
Sir Tuc. Now—yowre quite out—for if you ſtand 
fo when I take my aim __"[Levelling at him. 

Acres. Z- ds! Sir Lucius—are vou ſure it is not 


cock'd? 


Sir J. uc. Never fear. 
Aeris. But but you don't know——it1 _ go off 
of its own head! | 
Sir Luc. Phot be exfy4=Well now if 1 hit you. 
in the body, my bullet has a double chance—for if 


it miſſes a vital part on your right ſide twill be very 


hard if it don't ſucceed on the left 

Acres. A vital part} 

Sir Luc. 1 ane your fo—n | 
[ Placing Him. 
let him ſee the bibad gde of your full front there 
now a ball or two may e clean thro? your bodys. 
and never do any harmat all. | 

Acres, Clean thro? me Ia ball or two clean thro? 
me ! 

Sir Luc. adn they—and i it is much the _ 
teeleſt attitude into the bargain. 

Acres. Look'ee )- Sir Lucius—Pd juſt as leive ve 
not in an aukward poſture as a genteel ee e by 


. my valour ! I will ſtand edge-ways. 


Sir Luc. ( Looking at his watch.) Sure they dont. 
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mean to diſappoint us—Hah Ino faith—1 think 78 
ſee them coming. | 5 

Acret. Hey [hat e 

Sir Luc. n are thoſe vonder gettin g over 
the ſtile? 

Acres. There are two. of, them, indeed !—well—. 
let them come—hey, Sir Lucius | —We—me—we— ; 
We—won't run.— 

Sir. Luc. Run !. 

Acres, No—T fay—we won't run, by my vas 
hour! ? 

Sir. Luc. What the devil's the.s matter with you? 

Acres. Nothing nothing my dear friend my 
dear Sir Lucius but 1-I-I * feel quite ſo bold, 


þ _ fomehow—as I did. 


Sir. Luc. O fie —conſider e | | 

Acres. Aye—true—my honour—Do, Sir Lucius, 
edge in a word or two every now and then about my 
honour. 

Kir Luc. Well, dere they? re pint bay „. | 

Acres. Sir Lucius—if I wa'n't with you, I ſhould 
almoſt think I was afraid—if. my valour ſhould leave 
me !—Valour will come and go. 

Sir Luc. Then pray keep, it Us while you have 
1 

Aeret. Sir Lucius—T r it is going —yes— 
my valour is certainly, going !—it is ſneaking off !— 
I feel it oozing out as it were at the palms of my. 
banda l. 

Ar Lu. Vour bonour—your honour —Here they ; 


; 
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Acres. O mercy !—now—that I was ſafe at Clod- . 
Hall —or could be ſhot before 1 was aware! 


Enter. FAULKLAND and ABSOLUTE. 


Sir Luc. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient—hah !— 
What, Captain Abſolute !—S$0, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you 
are come here, juſt-like myſelf to do a kind office, 
- firſt for your friend then to proceed to buſineſs on 
your own account. "PH 

Acres. What, Jack !-—my veew Jack !—my dear 
friend! | 

Alf. 'Hark?ee, Bob, Broerleyp at hand. 

Sir Luc. Well, Mr. Acres—T don't blame your 
ſaluting the gentleman civilly.—So, Mr. Beverley, 

(to Faulkland) if you'll chooſe your weapons, the 
; NNE and I will meaſure the ground. | 

Faulk. My Weapons, Sir. 

Acres. Odds life! Sir Lucius, I'm not going 
to N pi Mr. Faulkland ; 3 theſe are 1 80 particular 
friends. 

Sir Luc. What, Sir, did not you; come here to 

"_ Mr. Acres? © © 
"Faulk. Not I, upon my word, Sir. 
Sir Luc. Well, now, that's mighty provoking ! 

But I hope, Mr. Faulkland, as there are three of - 
»us | come on purpoſe for the game—you won't be 
ſo ante as to ſoil the party by Tg 
but. | 
Abſ. O mays Faulkland, fight to ge Sir Lu- 
ius. 

Faulk. Nay, if Mr. Acres is fo bent on the mat - 
ter. 


310 | THE RIVALS. AcTV. 
Acres. No, no, Mr. Faulkland—T'll bear my diſ- 

| pointment like a Chriftian—Look'ee, - Sir Lucius, 
there's no occaſion at all for me to fight ; and If 1 it 
is the ſame to you, Pd as lieve let it alone. 

Sir Luc. Obſerve me, Mr, Acres muſt not be 
trifle with. You have certainly challenged ſome- 
body and you came here to fight him Now, if 
that gentleman is willing to repreſent him! can't 
ſee, for my ſoul, why it isn't juſt the fame thing. 

Heres. Why no—Sir Lucius—I tell you, tis one 
Beverley I've «allenged—a fellow, you ſee, that 
dare not fhew. his face l If he were here, I'd make 
him give up his pretenſions direly !— 
As. Hold, Bob let me ſet you right there 
is no ſuch man as Beverley in the caſe. The per- 
ſon who aſſumed that name is before you; and as 
his pretenſions are the ſame in both characters, he 
is ready to ſupport them in whatever max you 


pleaſe. 


WT ves: Well; this-is lucky—Now you . 


| opportunity— | 
Acres. What, quarrel with my four? 3 Jack 
Abſolute—not if he were fifty Beyerleys ! Z— ds! 


Sir Lucius, you would not have me © be ſo unnatu- 


. i ral. 


Sir * Ines my ee, Mr. ow. your 
valour has oozed away with a vengeance ! WE 
Acres. Not in the leaſt! Odds Backs and Abet- 
tors! I'Il be your ſecond with all my heart—and if 
you ſhould get a Quietus, you may command me 
entirely. I'Il get you favg lying in the Abbey here; 
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or pickle you, and ſend you over to Blunderbuſs- 
hall, or any ing of the- kind with the greateſt plea- 
ſure. 

Sir Luc. Pho! pho! you are little better than a 
coward. | 
Acres. Mind, RES he calls me a Coward; ; 
Coward was the word, by my valour ! 

Sir Luc. Well, Sir? | 
Acres. Look' ee, Sir Lucius, tisnꝰt that I mind 
the word Coward—Coward may be ſaid in joke 
But if you had call'd me a Poltroou, Odds . 
and Balls | 
Sir Luc. Well, Sir? | | 
Acres. = 1 ſhould. have thought you a . iu 
bred man. 
Sir Luc. Pho! you are beneath my 1 1 
 Abſe Nay, Sir Lueius, you can't have a better 
ſecond than my friend, Acres He is a moſt 
dletermined dog call'd in the country, Figbtiug Bob. 
He generally Lilli 4 man a week 5 don't , 
Bob? 2 
Acres. Aye—at home !|— 
Sir Luc. Well then, Captain, tis 1 we muſt begin 
—bo come out, my little counſellor, 

[ Draws his . 
and aſk the gentleman, whether he will reſign the 
lady, without forcing you to proceed againſt him? 
All. Come on then, Sir; (draws) ſinee you 
won't let it be an amicable ſuit, here's my reply. 
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Enter Sir AxTaoxy, Davin, and the Women. 


David. Knock em all down, ſweet Sir Anthony, 
knock down my Maſter in particular—and bind his 
hands over to their good behaviour! 
Sir Anth. Put up, Jack, put up, « or I ſhall be in 
a ; phreazy—how came you in a duel, Sir? 
A. Faith, Sir, that gentleman can tell Jou bet- 
tar than I; *twas he call'd on "me, and any know, 
Sir, I ſerve his Majeſty. © 
Sir Anth. Here's a pretty fellow 1 1 Ab him 
going to cut a man's throat, and he tells me, he 
Serves his Majeſty !——Zounds! firrah, then how 
durſt you draw the Ling 8 ſword _—_— one of his 
OW N 
1% Sir, I tell you That, gentleman call'd me 
: out, without explaining his reaſons. 
Sir Anth. Gad! Sir, how come you to Wool my 
Jon ont, without explaining your reafons? 
Sir Luc. You ſon, Sir, inſulted me in a manner 
which my honour could not brook. + 
© Sir Anth. Zounds ! Jack, how durſt you inſult 


the gentleman in a manner which his honour could 


not brook ? | 
Me. Mal. Come, come, let's have no Honour 
before ladies—Captain Abſolute, come here—How 
could you intimidate us ſo ?—Here's Lydia has been 
terrified to death for you. 

A. For fear I ſhould be * or eſcape, 
Ma' EF: 


75 
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Mrs. Mal. Nay, no deluſions | to the palt—Lydiz ia 
is convine'd; ſpeak child. N 

Sir Luc. With your leave, Ma'am, I muſt put in 
a word here believe I could interpret the young 
Lady's ſilence Now mark 

Lydia. What is it you mean, Sir? | 

Sir Luc. Come, come, Delia, we muſt be ſerious 
now—this is no time for trifling. | 

Lydia. Tis true, Sir; and your path bids me 
offer this gentleman my hand, and ſolicit, the return 
of his affections. 

"If. O! my little a angel, ſay you fo 2 ; A 
cius—T perceive there mult be ſome miſtake here 
with regard to the affront which you affirm 1 
have given you. I can only lays that it could not 
have been intentional. ——And as you muſt be con- 


vinced, that I ſhould not fear to ſupport a real 
injury you ſhall now ſee that I am not aſhamed 


to atone for an inadvertency—T alk your pardon,— 
But for this lady, while honour'd with her ap- 


probation, 'F will ſupport my claim againſt any man 
whatever. 


Sir Anth, Well faid, Jack, and II ſtand: 577 yous 
my Boy, . © 
Acres, Mind, I give up All n my claim—T kale no 


pretenſions to any thing in the world —and if I can't 


get a wife, without fighting for her, by my Valour ! 
LI live a batchelor. 


Sir Luc. Captain, give me your hand—an 
affront handſomely acknowledged becomes an ob- 


95 


#1 
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ligation— and as for the Lady—if ſhe chooſes to 
: deny her own. hand- writing here— 


[ Takes out. is: 

M. 2 O, he will diſſolve my myſtery !—Sir 

Lucius, perhaps there's ſome miſtake—perhaps, I 
ean illuminate— 


Sir, Luc, Pray, old gentlewoman, don't interfere, 


where you have no buſine ls. —Miſs. Languiſn, are 


vou m Delia, or not? 
Lale. Indeed, Sir Luctus, Lam not. 
ILydia and Abſolute wall aſide. 


Mrs. Mal, Sir Lucius O' Trigger—uograteful 28 


vou are—1 own the ſoft impeachment—pardon my 


bluſhes, I am Delia. 
Sir Luc. You Delia—pho ! pho ! be eaſy. | 
Mrs. Mal. Why, thou barbarous Vandyke— 


: thoſe letters are mine When. you are more ſenſible 
of my benignity—perhaps I may be brought to en- 


coura ge your addreſſes. 


Sir Luc. Mrs. Malaprop, I am n extremely ſenſible 


of your condeſcenſion ; and whether you or Lucy 


have put this trick upon me; 1 am equally be · 


holden to you. And to ſhew vou I'm not un · 
grateful, Captain Abſolute! ſince you have, taken 


that lady from me, V U. give you my Delia into the 


| bargain. 


A0. 1 am och obliged "bt vou, Sir Lucius; 1 


but here's my friend, fighting Bob, unprovided 


| for. 


oy 2 "Hah! little \Valour—ber, will you 


make your fortune? 
. Odds Wrinkles! Ne. But give me your 


$5 
ef 
. 
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hand, Sir Lucius, forget and forgive ; but if ever 1 
give you a chance of pickling me again, ſay Bob Acres | 
is a Dunce, that's all. 

Sir Anth. Come, Mrs. Malaprop, don't be cat 
down—you are 1n your bloom yet. | 

Mrs. Mal. O Sir Anthony !—men are al barbari- 
ans [All retire but Julia and Faulkland. 

Julia. He ſeems dejected and unhappy—not 
ſullen there was ſome foundation, however, for 
the tale he told me O woman ! how true ſhould 
be your Judgment, when your reſolution is fo 
weak ! | | 

Fault. Julia !—how can J ſue for what I ſo little 


deſerve ? I dare not preſume—yet Hope is the cu 


of Penitence. 

Julia. Oh! Faulkland, you have not been more 
faulty in your unkind treatment of me, than T am 
now in wanting inclination to reſent it. As my heart 
honeſtly bids me place my weakneſs to the account 
of love, T ſhould be PIO not to admit the 
fame plea for your's. 

Fon; Now I ſhall be bleſt indeed !. 

. [Sir Anthony comes . 

Sir Anth. What's going on here: — 80 you have 
been quarrelling too, I warrant.— Come, Julia, 
I never interfered before; but let me have a hand 
in the matter at laſt.—All the faults I have ever 
feen in my friend Faulkland, ſeemed to proceed 
from what he calls the delicacy and wvarmth of his 
affection for you There, marry him directly, 
n you'll find he'll mend ſurpriſingly ! - 

[The reſt come a | 


O 2 


RE. * ] ei. 


Sir Luc. bn now, I hope there is no difſatiſ- 
fied perſon, but what is content ; for as I have been 
diſappointed myſelf, it will be very hard if I have not 
the ſatisfaction * ſecing other ane ſucceed bet 
ter 

Acres. You are right, Sir EC We 3. 1 
wiſh you joy— Mr. Faulkland the ſame.— Ladies 
come now, to ſhew you I'm neither vex'd nor angry, 
Odds Tabors and Pipes! I'll order the fiddles in half 
an hour, to the New Rooms— and 1 110 on your 
all meeting me there. 

Sir Anth. Gad! Sir, I like your ſpirit; id at 
night we ſingle. lads will drink a health to the young 
couples, and a huſband to Mrs. Malaprop. 

| Faulk. Our partners are ſtolen from us, Jack—1 _ 
hag: to be congratulated by each 'other—yours for 
having checked in time, the errors of an ill directed 
imagination, which might have betrayed an innocent 
heart; and mine, for having, by her gentleneſs and 
candour, reformed the unhappy temper of one, who 
by it made wretched whom he lov'd moſt, and tor- 
tured the heart he ought to have ador d. 

Ab. Well, Jack, we have both taſted the Bitters, 
as well as the Sweets, of Love with this difference 
only, that you an prepared * bitter cup for 
yourſelf, while J. ; 

Lydia. Was alvays obliged - 40 uot for it, 127 
Mr. Modeſty : But come, no more of that our 
happineſs is now as unallay'd as general. | 

Julia. Then let us ſtudy to preſerve it ſo: and 
while Hope pictures to us a flattering ſcene of future 
Bliſs, let us deny its pencil thoſe eolours which are 
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too bright to be laſting. When Hearts deſerving 


Happineſs would unite their fortunes, ' Virtue would 
crown them with an unfading garland of modeſt hurt- 
leſs flowers; but ill judging Paſſion will force the 
gaudier Roſe into the wreath, whoſe thorn offends 
them, when its Leaves are dropt! 
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PROLOGUE. 8 


WRITTEN BY DAVID GARRICK; ESQ, - 


SPOKEN BY MR. kIx c. 


WHAT various transformations we remark, # 

From Eaft Whitechapel to the Weſt Hyde-park ! 

Men, women, children, houſes, ſigns, and faſhions, 

State, flage, trade, taſle, the humours and the paſt rons : 

Th Exchange, *Change-alley, whereſocer your ranging, 

Court, city, country, all are chang*d, or changing; 

The flreets ſometime ago, were pav'd with fiones, 

Which, aided by a hackney coach, half brole your bones, 

The pureſt lovers then indulg d no bliſs ; 

They run great hazard if they ſtole a kiſs— 

One chaſte ſalute the Damſel cry'd, O fye! 

As they approachd, flap went the coach a,, 

— Poor Sylvia got a bump,” and Damon @ black eye. 

But now weak nerves in hackney coaches roam, 

And the cramm*d glutton ſnores unjolted home : 

Of former times that poliſh d thing a Beau, 

[s metamorphos'd now, from top to toe; | , ME 

Then the full flaxen . A 

Conceal'd the ſhallow head from the beholders ! 

But now the whole*s revers'd—each fup appears, 

Cropp'd, and trimm'd up —epgſing head and ears ; 

The buckle then it's modefl limits knew — 

Now, like the ocean, dreadful to the view, 

Hath broke it's bounds, and ſwallows up the Hoe; ; 
| Oo 5 
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The avearer”s foot, like his once fine eftate, 

1s almoſt loft, th? incumbrance is fo great. 
Ladies may ſmile—are they not in the plot? 

| The bounds of nature have not they forgot? 
Were they defign'd to be, when put together, 
Made up, like ſbuttlecocks, of cork and feather ? 
T heir pale-fac'd grand-mama's appear d with grace, 
When dawning bluſhes roſe upon the face 

No bluſhes now their once lov'd ſtation ſeek, 

The foe is in poſſeſſion of the cheek ! 

No head of old, too high in feather'd fate, 
Hinder d the fair to Paſi the Ioaveſt gate: 

A church to enter now, they muſt be bent, 

If ev'n they ſhould try th* experiment. 


A. change thus circulates throughout the nation, 
Some plays may juſtly call for alteration ; 


At leaft to draw Jo lender cov'ring oft 
T hat graceleſs wit, avhich. was too bare befor 3 
T hoſe wtiters well and wiſely uſe their pens, 
Who turn our Wantons into M, agdalens ; * ; 
And hoawſoever wicked wits revile em, 
Me hope to find in you, their Stage Ahlum. 


And Van wants Grace, who never wanted Wit. Por. 
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TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


„ N 
Tie Hall of an Inn. 
——ů 5 i 


\ 


Enter Youxs Fasmion and Lons—Potillo 4 
loving with a A TY 


2, "Fab ” | | 
Lew pay ahs rel. boy, and take the benman. 


teau. 


Lory. Faith, Sir, we had batter let hat pot boy 


take the portmanteau and pay himſelf. 3 
. Faſ. Why, ſure there's fomething/left i in 150 
Lory. Not a rag, upon my honour, Sir we eat 

the laſt of your wardrabe at Newmalton—and if we 

had had twenty miles farther to go, our next meal 
muſt have been off the cloak-bag. 

. Faſ. Why, ſdeath it appears full. 

Lory. Yes, Sir—T made bold to Ruff it with bays 
to ſave appearances, and look like baggage. 
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F. Faſ. What the devil ſhalt do * dor, 
what's the chaiſe? 
Boy. Thirteen ſhillings, — — your honour. 
2. Faſ. Can you give me change for a i guinea? 
Boy. O yes, Sir. 
Lory. Sch, what will he ds now Lord, Sir, 
* had better let the boy be paid below. 
T. Faſ. Why, as you ſay, Lory, I believe i it will 


be as well. 


Lory. Ves, yes; tell them to diſcharge you be- 
low, hbneſt friend. 

Boy. Pleaſe your a there are the turnpikes 
too. Sls T 
Y. Faſ. Aye, aye; the turnpikes-by all means. 

Boy. And I. hope your honour will order me 
N for myſelf. 

. Faſ. To be ſure, bid them give you a crown. 

Lory. Yes, yes—my maſter doesn't care what you 
charge them—ſo get along, you— | 

Boy. Your honout promiſed to ſend the hoſtler— 

Tory. P'ſhaw ! damn:the hoſtler - ould you im- 
poſe upon the gentleman's generoſity !—/ Puſhes him 


.A. acre ds to be e curſt _ ern his 
change. 


N Fufe Why faith, 1, he bad near Nya 


me. - 
Tory. Well, Sir, we. are- tech at debeo F 


not worth a- guinea'!——I bope you'll own your- 
ſelf a py man—You have out- 5285 alt your” 
Cares. 


* mw” How ; tw Sir? 
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Lory.. Why you have — left to take care 
of, 
Z. Faſ. Ves, FREY I 'have myſelf and you to 
take care of ſtill, 
Tory. Sir, if you could prevail with ſomebody 
_ elſe to do that for you, I fancy we might both fare 
the better for't—But now, Sir, my Lord Fopping- 
ton, your elder brother. 
. Faſ. Damn my eldeſt brother 
Lory. With all my heart; but get him to. redeem 
your annuity however. —Look you, Sir, vou muſt 
wheedle him, or you muſt ſtarve. 
Z. Faſ. Look you, Sir, I will neither wheedle 
him nor ſtarve. 
Tory. Why, what will you do then? 
Y. Faf.. Cut his throat, or get ſome one to do it 
for me. | 
Lory. Gad- ſo, Sir, Pm glad to find 1 not fo 
well acquainted with the ſtrength of your conſcience 
as with the weakneſs of your purſe. 
Y. Faſ. Why, art thou ſo impenetrable a block- 
head, as to believe he'll help me with a farthing? 
Lory. Not if you treat. him de haut en bas as you 
uſed to do, 
Y. Faſ. Why, how would'ſt have me treat him ? 
Lory. Like a trout—tickle him. 
7. Faſ. I can't flatter. 
Lory. Can you ſtarve? 
. Faſ. Yes. 
Lory. 1 can't Good- bye FE Sir, 
7. Faſ. Stay—thou'lt diſtract me. But who 
.eomes here—my old friend, Colonel Townly ? 
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8 Colonel Town LY; 


My dear Colonel, TI am rejolced to meet you 
here. 


Townly. Dear Tom, 4 is an 3 plea- | 
ſure—what, are you come to Scarbro? to be preſent. 


at your brother's wedding? 


Lory. Ah, Sir, if it had been his funeral, we | 


ſhould have come with pleaſure. 


Town). What, honeſt Lory, are you with your 


maſter till? 
Lory. Yes, Sir, I have been . with bim ever 


ſince I ſaw your honour laſt. 


Y. Faſ. Why, Lory is an attach'd rogue ; there s 


no getting rid of him. 

Lory. True, Sir, as my maſter ſays, 8 8 no 
ſeducing me from his ſervice, *till he's able to pay 
me my wages. | 2 LAſide. 


"T's Faſ. Go, go, Sir—and take care of the bag- 


gage. 


Lory. Ves, Sir—the baggage !—O Lord IT. 
ſuppoſe, Sir, I muſt charge the landlord to be very | 


particular where he ſtows this. | 

> Faſ. Get along, you raſcal. 70 

[Exit Lory, with the Porimanteau. 

But, Colonel, are you A with my Propoſed 
ſiſter- in- law? 

T owwnly. Only by charater=-her father, Sir Tun- 
belly Clumſey, liyes within a quarter of a mile of this 
place, in a lonely old houſe, which nobody comes 


near. She never goes abroad, nor ſees company at 


Acr I. A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. a” 
home; to prevent all misfortunes, ſhe has her breed - 
ing within doors; the parſon of the pariſh teaches 
her to play upon the dulcimer; the clerk to ſing, 
her nurſe to dreſs, and her father to dance: — in ſhort, 
nobody has free admiſſion there but our old acquaint- 
ance, Mother Coupler, who has procured your bro- 
ther this match, and is, I n a . relation 
of Sir Tunbelly's. A nl 

. Faſ. But is her e conſiderable ? 

Ny "it Three thouſand a year, and a good ſam 
of money independent of her father beſide. | 

Z. Faſ. *Sdeath ! that my old acquaintance, dame 
Couplet, could not have thought of me as well as s my 
brother for fuch a prize. 

Tocunſy. Egad I wouldn't ſwear that you are 
too late—his Lordſhip, I know, hasn't yet ſeen the 
lady, and, I believe, has e with his patro= 
neſs. 

Y. Faſ. My dear Colone what an igen have _ 
ſtarted? _ 

Tocunly. Purſoeit if you can, and 1 promiſe you, 
you ſhall have my aſſiſtance; for beſides my natural 
contempt for his Lordſhip, J have at preſent the en- 
mity of a rival towards him. 

Y. Faſ. What, has he been addreſſing your old 
flame, the ſprightly Widow Berinthia ? 

Townly. Faith, Tom, I am at preſent moſt whim. 
ically circumſtanced—I came here near a month ago 
to meet the lady you mention ; but ſhe failing i in her 
promiſe, I, partly from pique, and partly from idle- 
nels, have been diverting my chagrin by. offering up 


330 A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH, Aer I. 
chaſte incenſe to the beauties of Amanda, our friend 
TLoveleſs's wife. 

Z. Faſ. 1 have never 5 flog but have heard her 
ſpoken of as a youthful wonder of beauty and pru- 


dende. 
Townly.' She is lo [EY and Loveleſs ** too 


ceareleſs and inſenſible of the treaſure he poſſeſſes my 


lodging in the ſame houſe has given me a thouſand 
opportunities of making my aſſiduities acceptable; 
ſo that in leſs than a fortnight, I began to bear 
my diſappointment from the widow, with the moſt 
Chriſtian reſignation. - 
Y. Faſ. And Berinthia 1 never appear vd: 
Tony. O there's the perplexity ; for. juſt as I. 


began not to care whether I ever ſaw her * or 


not, laſt night ſhe arrived. 

Y. Faſ. And inſtantly | reaſſumed her ins. 

T owwnly. No faith—we met—but the lady not con- 
_ deſcending. to give me. any ſerious reaſons for having 
fool'd me for a month, I left her in a huff. 
N. Faſe Well, well, I' anſwer for't, ſhe'll ſoon 
reſume her power, eſpecially as friendſhip will pre- 
vent your purſuing the other too far - but my cox- 
comb of a brother, is an admirer of en too, is. 
he? | 
Toconſy. Ves and I belicves/i 18- "moſt dur do. 
ſpiſed by her—but.come,with me, and you ſhall ſee 
her and your old friend Loveleſs. 
. Faſ. JL muſt pay my reſpects to his. Lordſhip 
perhaps you can direct me to his lodgings. 

'Townly. Come with me, I ſhall paſs by it. 


te 


28 
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. Faſ. T wiſh you could pay the viſit for me; or 
could tell me what I ſhould ſay to him. 7 

Tocunſy. Say nothing to him apply yourſelf to 
his bag, his ſword, his feather, his ſnuff. box; and 
when you are well with them, deſire him to lend 
you a thouſand E and I'll engage yu proſ- 
per. 

7. Fof. *Sdeath and furies ! whine was «thaw COX 
eomb thruſt into the world before me? O Fortune l. 


Fortune: thou art a jilt, by Gad. [Exit 


SCENE IT. 


A” Dreſſing- Room, 


Lord ForemGTon, | in his Ni oht Gown, a La 
 Varous. 


— id 


L. Fop. Wet, *tis an unſpeakable pleaſure to be 


a man of quality —ſtrike me dumb !—even the boors 


of this Northern ſpa have learn'd the reſpe& due to 
a title—La Varole! 
La Var. Mi Lor 
L. Fop. You han't yet been at Muddy-Moat-Fall 
to announce my arrival, have you? 
La Var. Not yet, mi Lor. 
L. Fop. Then you need not go till Saturday. 
[Exit La Varole. 
as 1 am in no n haſte to view my intended 
Spoſa—T ſhall ſacrifice a day or two more to the pur- 
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ſwt of my friend Loveleſs's wife Amanda is a charm- 
ing creature — ſtrike me ugly; and if I have any dif. 
cernment in the world, ſhe thinkspo els of my Lord 


e 
Enter Is VaxoLE. 


* 2 ar. Mi Lor, de ſhoemaker, de taylor, de 
hofier, de ſempſtreſs, de peru, be arg if your 
lordſhip pleaſe to dreſs. 

I. Fop. Tis well, admit chem. 5 

Z. Var. id Meſſieurs, entrez. 


Enter TavLon, n &c. 


L. Fop. 80, gentlemen, I hope vou have all 
taken pains to ſhe w yourlelves N in your profeſ- 
ſions. | 

Tayl. 1 think I may preſume to for, 915 : 

Ta Yar. My Lor, you clown you! | 

Ty. My Lord, I aſk, your Lordſhip's pardon, 
my Lord. I hope, my Lord, your Lordſhip will 
pleaſe to own, 1 have brought your Lordſhip as ac- 


cCompliſhed a ſuit of clothes as ever Peer of England 


wore, my NY yu Lordſhip plevic to try em 
now ? 


L. Fop. Ay; but let my people e the glaſſes 
ſo, that I may ſee myſelf before and Frwnd ; for 1 


love to ſee wow all round. 


— WW 


* 


him, egad he ſhall melt down a Counteſs—but now 
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Lil Je Pats on his ues enter YounG Fasnion 
and Loxv.] 


3 Faß. Hey-day! What the devil have we here ? 
— Sure my gentleman's grown a favourite at court, 
he has got ſo many people at his levee. 

Lory. Sir, theſe people come in order to make 
him a favourite at My are to en him 
with the ladies. | 

Y. Faſ. Good Heav'n | to what an ebb of taſte 
are women fallen, that it ſhould be in the power 
of a laced coat to recommend a gallant to them ! 

Lory. Sir, Taylors and Hair-drefſers are now be- 
come the bawds of the nation — tis they that debauch 


all the women. 


Z. Faſ. Thou Cay'ft tr true; for there's that Fa now 
has not, by nature, wherewithal to move a cook 
maid: and by the time theſe fellows have done with 
for my reception. yy 

L. Fop. Death and eternal tortures? Sir—I fo 
the coat is too wide here by a foot. 

Tayl. My Lord, if it had been tighter, would 
neither have hook'd nor button'd. 

L. Fop. Rat the hooks and puttons, Sir, can any 
thing be worſe than this ?—As Gad ſhall jedge me! 
it hangs on my ſhoulders He a chairman” ä Tons 
tout. | 

Tayl. Tis not for me to ige) your Lordthip! 
fancy. 


Lory, There, Sir, obſerve what Katt does. 


1 


- 
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Y. Faſ. Reſpe& !—D—n him for a coxcomb— 
but let's aecoſt EDT I'm your humble ſer- 
vant. 

L. Fop. 0 Lard, Tam, I did not —_ you in 
| England—Brother, I'm, glad to ſee you—but what 
has brought you to Scarbro', Tam ?—Look you, 
Sir, (To the Taylor) I ſhall never be reconciled to 
this nauſeous wrapping. gown ; therefore, pray get 


me another ſuit with all poſſible expedition ; for this 


is my eternal ayerfion—Well, but Tam, you don't 


tell me what has driven you to. Scarbro? n. Cal- 


licoe, are not you of my mind ? 


? +Sempy. - Directly, my Lord. hone yeur 1 


7 ſhip 1 is pleaſed with your ruffles? 


# Fop. In love with them, ſtab my vitals — 


* my bill, you ſhall be paid to-morrow. 

San I humbly thank your Lordſhip. 

[Exit Sempſtreſs. 

„ 4 Fab. Heark Ws ſhoemaker, theſe ſhoes a'nt 
ugly, but they don't fit me. 

Sboemuler. My Lord, I. think they ft you very 
well. 

I. Fop. They. hurt n me juſt below the inſtep. 


| Shoemaker. F. eeling his foot.) No, my Lord, they 


don't hurt you there. 

L. Fop. I tell thee they pinch me execrably, - 
; Shoemaker. Why then, my Lord, if thoſe ſhoes 
pinch you, I'll be d—n'd. | 

L. Fop. Why, wilt thou undertake to verfoade 
me I cannot feel ? | 

Shoemaker. Vour Lordſhip e to feel what 


it 


de 


lat 


your Lordſhip's approbation? 
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you think fit, but that ſhoe does not hurt you—L 
think I underſtand my trade. | 


L. Fop. Now,:by all that's good- and powerful, 
thou art an incomprehenſible coxcomb—but thou 
makeſt good ſhoes, and ſo III bear with thee. 

Shoemaker, My Lord, I have work'd for half the 
people of quality in this town theſe twenty years, and 
*tis very hard I ſhouldn't en when a ſhoe hurts, 
and hen it don't. 

L. Fup. Well, prithee be gone about « thy bilindſa 

| [Exit Shoemaker. 


Mr. Mendlegs, a word with you. The calves of 


theſe ſtockings are hiekenꝰd a little too much ; they 
make my legs look like a porter's. | 
- . Mendlegs. My Lord, methinks they look mighty 


well. 


I. Fop. Aye, but you are e not ſo TR a Judge of 
thoſe'things as [ am—1 have ſtudy'd them all my life 
therefore pray let the next be”the* thickneſs of a 
crown-piece leſs. 

Mendlegs. Indeed, my LA they are the ſame 
kind T had the honour to furniſh ur Taran wich 
in town. 

I. Fop. Very tlie: Mr. Mendlegs 15 but that 
was in the beginning of the winter; and you ſhould 
always remember, Mr. Hoſier, that if ydu make a 
Nobleman's ſpring legs às robuſt as his autumnal 
calves, you commit * a monſtrous impropriety, and 
make no allowance for the fatigues of the winter. 

Few. I hope, my Lord, thoſe buckles have had 
the-unſpeakable ſatisfaction of being honoured with 
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ny Fop. Why, they are of a pretty faney ; but 
don't you think them rather of the ſmalleſt? | 

Few. My Lord, they could not well be larger to 
keep on your Lordſhip's ſhoe... _ 

I. Fop. My good Sir, you forget that theſe mat- 
ters are not as they uſed to be: formerly, indeed, 
the buckle was a ſort of machine, intended to keep 
on the ſnoe; but the caſe is now quite reverſed, and 
the ſhoe is of no earthly uſe, but to keep on the 


buckle.—Now, give me my watches, and the buſi- 


neſs of the morning will be pretty well over. 

. Faſ. Well, Lory, what doſt think on't ?—a 
very friendly reception from a e after three ow" 
_ abſence! 

Lory. Why, Sir, "tis your own r you 
have ſtood ever fince you came in, and have not com- 
mended any one thing that belongs to him. 

. Faſ., Nor ever ſhall, while they wy toa 


85 ae How your people of buſineſs are gone, 


brother, I hope I may obtain a rms od an hour $ 
audience of you ? 


J. Fop. Faith, Tan, I * bes. youll excuſe 


me at this time, for I have an engagement which 1 
would not break for the ſalvation of mankind, Hey! 


—there —is my carriage at pag. door Vou' ll ex- 


cuſe me, brother, 6 1 L. 

Bp of Fa. Shall you be back 5 dinger? e 

W Hop. As Gad ſhall jedge me, I. can't tell, 
. it is paſſible 1 * dine 10 ſome frogs, at Dove 
ner? "4 

. Faſ. Shall 1. meet. you ths fo I muſt ds 
with you. a 10 ad K Eren | 


. 
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L. Fop. That I'm afraid may'nt be quite ſo pra- 
per ;—for thoſe I commonly eat with are a people 
of nice converſation; and you know, Tam, your 
education has been a little at large but there are 
other ordinaries in town very good beef ordinaries 
—T ſuppoſe, Tam, you can eat beef? However, 
dear Tam, I'm glad to ſee thee in England, ſtap my 
vitals | [xis 

2. Faſ. Hell and furies! Is this to be borne? 
Lory. Faith, Sir, I could almoſt have "59a him 
a knock o' the pate myſelf. 
2. Faſ. Tis enough; I will now ſhew you the ex- 
ceſs of my paſſion, by being very calm. Come, Lo- 
ry, lay your loggerhead to mine, and, in cold blood, 
let us contrive his deſtruction. 

Lory. Here comes a head, Sir, would contrive it 
better than us both, if ſhe would but 5 join 1 in the con- 


federacy. 


Z. Faſ. By this Yo, Madam Coupler ; ſhe 
ſeems diſſatisfied at ſomething: let us obſerre 
her. 


- Enter Cov PLER: 
"Coup. Soh! 1 am likely to be well Koa for 


my ſervices, truly; my ſuſpicions, I find, were but 


too juſt — What! refuſe to advance me a paltry ſum, 
when J am upon the point of making him maſter of a 
Galloon ! But let him look to the conſequences, a an 
ungrateful, narrow-mindedFoxcomb. 


Y. Faſ. So he is, upon my ſoul, old ir 5 
muſt be my brother you ſpeak of. 


Coup. Hah !—ſtripling, how came you here? 2 
P 


4 
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What; has ſpent all, hey? And art thou come to 


dun his Lordſhip for affiſtance ? 
. Faſ. No; — I want ſomebody's aſſiſtance to 


cut his Lordſhip's throat, without the riſque of being 
hang! d for him. 1 


eee eee 


cinak? as good a turn without the danger of being 
burnt in the hand for't. 
2. Faſ. How—how, old Miſchief 4 
Coup. Why, you muſt know I have done you the 
kindnefs to make up a match for your brother. 
. N., I'm very much beholden to you, truly. 
Coup. Vou may before the wedding - day yet: the 
lay is a great heireſs, the match is concluded, the 
writings are drawn, and his lordſhip is come hither 
to put the finiſhing band to the Fan loc 5 
F. Fuſ. I underſtand as much. ; 


Se Now you mult. 188 ; Tipig your b "oy 


4 


ther's a knave. 

Fa GSO). bats 

Coup. He has given me a ws Y a 8 
pounds for helping him to his fortune, and has pro- 
miſed me as much more in ready money upon the day 
of the marriage; which, I underſtand by a friend, 
he never deſigns to pay me; and bis juſt now refuſ- 
ing to pay me a part, is a N of it. If, there- 
fore, vou will be a generous young rogue, and ſe- 
cure me five thouſand Pounds, Pl help FR, to the 
lady. | 

Z. Faſ. And 8 the Jovi wile thou do that ; 
| Coup. Without the devil's aid, IJ warrant. thee. 
Thy Proper, s face not one of the family ever law ; 


„ £ 4 * 


— 


he 


lee. 
W 35 
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the whole buſineſs has been managed by me, and all 
the letters go thro? my hands. Sir Tunbelly Clum. 
ſey, my relation, (for that's the old gentleman's 
name) is apprized of his Lordſhip's being down here, 
and expects him to-morrow to receive his daughter's 
hand ; but the Peer, I find, means to bait here-a 
few days longer, to recover the fatigue of his] jour- 
ney, 1 ſuppoſe. Now you ſhall go to Muddymoat- 
hall in this place. Ill give you a letter of introdue- 
tion ; and if you don't marry the girl before ſun- ſet, 
you deſerve to be hang'd before morning. 
YI. Faſ. Agreed, agreed; and for thy reward 
Couß. Well, well; —tho' I warrant thou haſt not 


a farthing of money in thy pocket now—no-one 
may ſee it in thy face. | 


. Faſ. Not a ſouſe, by Jupiter. | 

Coup. Muſt I advance then well, be at my 
lodgings next door this evening, and I'll ſee what 
may be done We'll ſign and ſeal, and when I have 
given thee ſome farther inſtructions, thou ſhalt hoiſt 
ail and be gone. Exit Coupler. 

. Faſ. So, Lory; Providence thou ſeeſt at laſt 


takes care of merit: we are in a fair way to be ent 


people. | 

Lory. Aye, Sir, if the devil don't ſtep between 

the cup and the lip, as he uſes to do. | | 
Z. Faſ. Why, faith, he has play'd me many a 

damn'd trick to ſpoil my fortune; and, egad, I'm 

almoſt afraid he's at work about it again now !. but if 


1 ſhould tell thee how, thou'dſt wonder at me. 


Lory. Indeed, Sir, I ſhould not. 
7. Faſ. How doſt know? 


P 2 
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Lory. Becauſe, Sir, |] have wondered at you ſo 
often, I can wonder at you no more. 

. Faſ. No! what wouldſt thou ſay if a qualm of 
-conſcience ſhould ſpoilmy deſign? 

Lory. 1 would eat. * words, and made, more 
than ever! 
. Faf. Why faith, Lory, tho? 1 am a young 
Rake⸗ hell, and have play'd many a rogueiſh trick, 
; this i is ſo full-grown a cheat, I ſind I muſt take Pains 
to come up tot have ſcruples. | 

Lory. They are ſtrong ſymptoms of death. If 
you find they encreaſc, Sir, pray make your will. . 

. Faſ. No, my cenſcience ſhan't ſtarve me nei- - 
ther, but thus far P11 liſten to it. Before I execute 
this project, ' Pll try my brother to the bottom. If 

he has yet ſo much humanity about him as to aſſiſt 
me (tho' with a moderate aid) I'll drop my project 

at his feet, and ſhew him how I can do for him much 
more than what I'd afk he'd do for me. e one 
concluſive trial of him I reſolve to RE 


If I ſubdue his heart, *tis well if not 


Suche or fail, ſtill victory my lot, | ? 
I will ſubdue my conſcience to my plot. 


-Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Em ow 


Enter LovELEss and AMAnDAs- 


LoyELtss.. 


Maw do you like thele lodgings, my dear ? For my” 
part, I am fo well pleas'd with them, I ſhall hardly 


remove whilſt we ſtay here, if you are ſatisfied. 


Amar. I am ſatisfied with every thing that pleaſes” 
ou, elſe J had not come to Scarbro? at all. 


Lovel. O! alittle of the noiſe and folly of this 


place, will ſweeten the pleaſures of our retreat; we 


ſhall find the charms of our retirement doubled when 
we return to it. 


Aman. That pleaſing proſpect will be my chiefeſt 
entertainment, whilſt, much againſt my will, I en-- 
gage in thoſe empty pleaſures which tis ſo much the 
faſhion to be fond of. 150 | 
Lovel. I own moſt of them are, indeed, but emp- 


ty; yet there are delights, of which a private life is 


deſtitute, which may divert an honeſt man, and be a 


harmleſs entertainment to a virtuous woman : good 
muſic is one; and truly, (with ſome ſmall allowance) 


the plays, I think, may be eſteemed another. 
Aman. Plays, I muſt confeſs, have ſome ſmall 


charms, and would have more, would they reſtrain 
that looſe encouragement to vice, which ſhocks, if 


not the virtue of ſome women, at leaſt the modeſty ok 


all. 
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vel. But, till that reformation can be wholly 
made, *twould ſurely. be a pity to exclude the pro- 


ductions of ſome of our beſt writers, for want of a 


little wholeſome pruning ; which might be effected 


by any one who poſſeſſed modeſty enough to believe 
that we ſhould preſerve all we can of our deceaſed 


authors, at 2 71 ** TT are e 7 the living 
ones. 

Aman. What dv. you think of nad you lar laſt 
vight? Lt 1 = 4 

Lovel. To ſayt 0 1 did n not ad! it Lane ; my 
attention was for ſome time taken off to admire the 
w orkmanſhip of Nature, in the face of a young lady 
who fat ſome diftance from me, 8550 was ſo 2 0 
hang ſo m9} or | 

Amun. 80 Wines W 45 

e Why do you repeat my words, my . 

Aman. Becauſe you ſeem'd to ſpeak them with 
weh pleaſure, 1 NI: I Rte 1208 7 you with 
their echo. 

Lovil. Then you are alarm'd; . 

Aman. It is my duty to be ſo when hk are in 
danger. | | 

Lovel. You are too quick in ds for me. 


/ 


1 view'd her with a world of admiration, but not one 
glance of love. | 


Aman. Take heed of truſting to ſuch nice diſtine- 
tions. But were your eyes the only things that were 
inquiſitive ? Had I been in your place, my tongue, I 
fancy, had been curious too. I ſhould have aſk'd her, 
wa ſhe liv'd (yet ſtill without deſign) who was ſhe 


pray? 


AS . 10 


cules; 
only. give me leave to with, both for. your peace and 
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 Lovel. Indeed, I cannot tell. 

Aman. Vou will not tell. 

Lovel. By all that's ſacred then, I 4 not at | 

Aman. Nor dowou know what company was with 
her? ä | 
Lovel. I do not; but why are you ſo earneſt ? 

Aman. 1 thought I had cauſe. 

| Lovel. But you thought wrong, 1 for 
turn the caſe, and let it be your ſtory: ſhould you 
come home and tell me you had ſeen a handſome 
man, ſhould I grow jealous becauſe you had eyes 's 
Aman. But ſhould I tell you he was exquifitely fo, 
and that I had gazed on him with admiration, ſhould 
you not think *twere poſſible 1 might go one op fur- 
ther, and enquire his name ? 

Lovel.. (Afide }. She has reaſon on her ade, I have 


talk'd too much; but I muſt turn off another way. 


To her.] Will you then make no difference, Aman- 


da, between the language of our ſex and yours? 
There is a modeſty reſtrains your tongues, which 
makes you ſpeak by halves when you commend, but 
roving flattery gives a looſe to ours, which makes us 
ſtill ſpeak double what we think. You ſhould not, 
therefore, in ſo ſti ict a ſenſe, take what I ſaid to her 
advantage. | 
Aman. Thoſe flights of flattery, Sir, are to our 
faces only ; when women are once out of hearing, 
you are as modeſt in your commendations as we are; 
but I ſhan't put you to the trouble of farther ex- 
if you pleaſe, this buſineſs ſhall reſt here, 
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mine, that you may never meet this miracle of beau- 


ty more. 
3 1 am content. 


1 SERVANT, 


Serv. Madam, there is a lady at the door ina 

chair, defires to know whether your Ladyſhip ſees 
company? her name is Berinthia. 
Aman. O dear !—'tis a relation J have not ſeen 
theſe five years, pray her to walk in. [Exit Servant. 
Here's another beauty for you; ſhe was, when I ſaw 
ber laſt, reckoned extremely handſome. 

Lovel. Pon t be wes now, for 1 ſhall g gaze upon 
5 too. 

Enter BenmvTHA. 


; 


Lovel. ( All. ) i Heav'ns, the very wo- 
man. 
Ber. ( Saluting Amanda.) Dear Amanda, I cid 
not expect to meet with you in Scarbro'. 
Aman. Sweet couſin, I'm overjoyed to ſee you. 
{To Loveleſs) Mr. Loveleſs, here's a relation and a 
friend of mine, I defire you'll be better acquainted 
with. | | 
Tovel. (Saluting Berinthia.) If my wife never de- 
fires a harder thing, ** her e will be 
eaſily granted. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sb my Lord Foppington preſents his 
humble ſervice to you, and deſires to know bow 
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you do. He's at the next door, and if it ke not 
inconvenient to you, he'll come and wait upon 
you. 

Lovel. Give my . to his Lordſhip, * 
I ſhall be glad to ſee him. [Exit Servant. 
If you are not acquainted with his Lordſhip, Ma- 
dam, you will be entertained with his character. 

Aman. Now it moves my pity more than my 


mirth, to ſee a man whom Nature has made no fool, 


be ſo very induſtrious to paſs for an aſs. 
Lovel. No, there you are wrong, Amanda; you 


| ſhould never beſtow your pity upon thoſe who take 


pains for your contempt ; pity thoſe whom Nature- 
abuſes, never thoſe who abuſe Nature. | 


Enter LoxD ForPINGTON+« 


ZL. Fop. Dear bey Lam your moſt humble- 
ſervant. 

Lovel. My Lord, I'm your's. 

L. Fop. Madam, your Ladyſhip's very humble 
fla ve. 

Lovel. My. Lord, this —_ is a relation of mW 


wife's, 


L. Fop. ( Saluting her.) The beautifulleſt race of 
people upon earth, rat me. Dear Loveleſs, I am 


_ overjoyed that you think of continuing here. TI am, 


ſtap my vitals. To Amanda.) For God's ſake, 


Madam, how has your Ladyſhip been able to ſubſiſt | 


thus long, under the fatigue of a country life? 


Aman. My life has been very far from that, my. 


Lord, it has been a very quiet one. 


2 bas 


— 
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L. Fop. Why that's the fatigue I ſpeak of, Ma- 
dam; for *tis impoſſible to be quiet, without think-- 
ing; now ng is to me the greateſt fatigue in the. 


world. 
| Aman. Does not your OR love we 


then? 


L. Fop. Oh, FO AER] ee but I never 


think of what J read. 
Ber. Why, can your Lordhip read without think- 


| ing! 
Z. Fop. 0 Lard, can you Ladyſhip pray wkhbur 
h devotion, Madam? 

Aman. Well, I muſt own, I think” ks the beſt 
entertainment in the world. | 

L. Fop. I àm ſo much of your La s mind, 
Madam, that T have a private gallery in town, where 
J walk ſometimes, which is furniſhed with nothing 
but books and looking-glaſſes. Madam, I have gildz 
ed them, and ranged them ſo prettily, before Gad, 

it-is the moſt entertaining thing in the . to walk 
and look at them. 

Aman. Nay, I love a neat library too, but tis, I 
think, the inſide or a book ſhould pg cane it moſt 
tus: | 

IL. Foß. That, 1 muß BIS 1 am not altoge- 
BE: ſo fand of, fax to my mind, the inſide of a book 
is to entertain one's ſelf with the forced product of 

another man's brain. Now I think a man of quality 
and breeding may be much more diverted with the 
natural ſprauts of his own ; but to ſay the truth, 
Madam, let a man love reading never ſo well, when 
once he comes to know the tawn, he finds ſo many 
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better ways of paſſing away the four and- twenty 
hours, that it were ten thouſand pities he ſhould con- 
ſume his time in that. Far example, Madam, now 
my life, my life, Madam, is a perpetual ſtream of 
pleaſure, that glides through with ſuch a variety of 
entertainments, believe the wiſeſt of our anceſtors 
never had the leaſt conception of any of em. 1 riſe, 
Madam, when in town, about twelve o'clock. I 
don't riſe ſooner, becauſe it is the worſt thing in the 


world for the complexion; nat that I pretend to be a 


beau, but a man muſt endeavour to look decent, left. 


he makes ſo odious a figure in the ſide-bax, the ladies 


ſhould be compelled to turn their eyes upon the play; 
ſo at twelve o'clock I ſay ] riſe. Naw, if I find it 
a good day, I reſalve to take the exerciſe of riding, 
ſo drink my chocolate, and draw. on my. boots by 


two. On my return,. I dreſs; and after dinner, 


lounge, perhaps to the Opera. 


Ber. Your Lordſhip, I ſuppoſe, is fond of muſic ? . 
L. Fop. O, paſſionately, on Tueſdays and Satur- 
days, provided there is good company, and one is 


not expected to undergo the fatigue of liſtening. 


Aman. Does your Lordſhip think that the caſe at 


the Opera? 


Z. Tub. Molt certainly, 3 my 


Lady Tattle, my Lady Prate, my Lady Litter, my 


Lady Sneer, my Lady Giggle, and my Lady Grin 
— theſe have boxes in the front, and while any fa- 
vourite air is ſinging, are the prettieſt company in 
the waurld, ſtap my vitals! May'nt we hope for 
the honour to ſee you added to our ſociety, Ma- 


Gam ?. 
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Aman. Alas, my Lord, I am the worſt company 
in the world at a err I'm ſo apt to attend to the 
mulic. | 

L. Fop. Why, b that is very pardonable 
in the country, or at church; but a monſtrous inat- 
tention in a polite NY OWE I am afraid I tire 
the company ? ? 

Lovel. Not at all; pray go on. 

T. Fop. Why then, ladies, there only remains to- 
ads; that 1 generally conclude the evening at one or 
other of the Clubs, nat that I ever play deep; indeed 
I have been for ſome time tied up from N above 
five thouſand pawnds at a ſitting. 

Lovel. But is'nt your Lordſhip ſometimes obliged 
to attend the weighty affairs of the nation? 

L. Fop. Sir, as to weighty affairs, I leave then. 
to weighty heads; I never intend mine ſhall be a | bur- 
then to my body. 
er. Nay, 15 Lord, but you are a pillar of the 
ſlats 

L. Fop. An ornamental pillar, Madam; for ſooner 
than undergo any part of the burthen, rat me, but 
the whole building ſhould fall to the ground. 

Aman. But, my Lord, a fine gentleman ſpends a 
great deal of his time in his intrigues ; ; you have 1 a 
us no account of them yet. 

IL. Fop. (Afide. ) Sob! She would (enquire into 
my amours, that's jealouſy ; poor ſoul! I ſee ſhe's in 

love with me. {To ber.) Why, Madam, I ſhould 
have mentioned my intrigues, but I am really afraid 
I begin to be troubleſome with the length of my viſit. 
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Aman. Your Lordſhip is too POE. 
troubleſome any where. 

L. Fop. (Afide.) That now was as much as if ſhe 
had faid, pray make love to me. I'Il let her fee I'm 
quiek of apprehenſion. {To her.) O Lard, Madam, 

J had like to have forgot a ſecret I muſt needs tell 
your Ladyſhip. {To Loveleſs.) Ned, you muſt 


not be ſo jealous now as to hſten. i 


Lovel. Not I, my Lord, I am too faſhionable a "= 


huſband to. pry into the ſecrets of my wife. 

L. Fop. (To Amanda, ſqueezing her hand.) I am 
in love with you to deſperation, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs ! 
Aman. (Giving him a box o' the ear.) Then thus 
J return your paſſion—an impudent fool! 

4. Fop. Gad's curſe, ** Pm a Peer of the 
Realm. 

LTovel. Hey, what the Devil do you affront my 
wife, Sir? Nay then [ Draæus and fight. 

Aman. Ah! What has my folly done? — Help! 
murder! help! Part them, for Heaven's ſake. 

I. Fop. ¶ Talling back, and leaning on his ſword.) 
Ah! quite through the body, ſtap my vitals! 


Enter Servants. 


Lovel. ( 8 to him, ) [ hope I hanꝰt killed the 


fool, however—bear him up—where's your wound ? 


Z. Fop. Juſt thro' the guts. 
Lovel. Call a ſurgeon, there - unbutton him quick- 
ty. | 
L. Fop. Ay, pray make haſte. | 
Lovel. This miſchief you may thank yourſelf fo 
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L. Fop. I may. ſo, love s the Devil, indeed, 
1 1 


Murr ProBE and SERVANT. 


Serv. Here's Mr. Probe, Sir, was * going by 
the door. | 
L. Fop. He's the welcomeſt man alive. 
Probe. Stand by, ſtand by, ſtand by; pray, Gen- 
tlemen, ſtand by! Lord have mercy upon us! did 
you never ſee a man run through the e before? 
Pray ſtand by. | 
L. Fop. Ah! Mr. Probe, I'm a dead man. 
Probe. A dead man, and I by! I ſhould laugh to 
ſee that, egad. 5 
| Lovel. Prithee, don't ſtand prating, but look 
upon his wound. 
Probe. Why, what if I won't look. + "ei bis ee 
this hour, Sir? 
Lovel. Why then he'll bleed to death, Sir. 
Probe. Why then Pl fetch him to- life again, 
Sir. 
Lovel. *Slife ! he's! run sh the guts, I tel 
' thee. 
Probe. I'with he was run through the heart, and 
T ſhould get the more credit by Ms cure.—Now I 
hope you are ſatisfied? Come, now let me come 
at him—now let me come at him viewing his. 
| wound) Oons ! what a gaſh. is here Why, Sir, a 
man may drive a coach and ſx horſes. into your 
body !. | 
5 Li-HDops" Oh!. 
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Probe. Why, what the devil have you run the 
gentleman through with a ſcythe ?—{(afide) A lit- 
tle ſcratch between the ſkin and the ribs, that's 
altcccs 45 0g 194 | 

Lovel. Let me ſee his wound. | 

Probe. Then you ſhall dreſs it, Sir—for if any 
body looks upon it I won't 

Lovel. Why thou art. the verieſt ned I ever 
55 
Probe. Sir, I am not maſter of my trade for no- 
thing. f | 

L. Fop. Surgeon ! 

Probe. Sir? 

L. Fop. Are there any hopes? 

Probe. Hopes! I can't tel. What are you wig 
to give for a cure? | 

Z. Fop. Five hundred paunds with pleaſure. 

| Probe. Why then perhaps there may be hopes; 
but we mult avoid a further delay—here—help. the 
gentleman into a chair, and carry him to my houſe 
preſently—that's the propereſt place—/afide) to 
bubble him out of his money. Come, a chair— 
a chair quickly—there, 1 in wa him.— 

[ They put him into a chair. 

. Fop. Dear Loveleſs, adieu: if I die, 1 forgive 
_ thee; and if I live, I hope thou wilt do as much 
by me.—I am forry you and I ſhould quarrel, but 
1 hope here's an end on't ; for if you are ſatisfied, I 
am. . 

Lovel. I ſhall hardly think it worth my otitis 
any fart her, ſo you may be at reſt, Sir. 

I. Fop. Thou art a generous — ſtrike 1 me 


- 
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dumb! ade) but thou haſt an impertinent wife, 
ftap my vitals! 

Probe. So—carry him off—carry him off—we- 
ſhall have him vents himſelf i into a fever by and by 
curry: him off. 

| [Exit a0ith Lord W and Probe. 

Aman. Now on my knees, my dear, let me aſk 

your pardon for my. indiſcretion—my own I never 
ſhall obtain. 3 

Lovel. Oh, there's no barm e ſervd : 
him well. 

Aman. He did indeed deſerve it'; but 1 wenble : 
to think how dear my. indiſcreet reſentment might 
have coſt you. 

Lovel. O, no matter never trouble yourſelf about : 


that. 


Enter CoroxkL 'TownLy. 


. So, fo, I'm glad to "IE you all r | 
met a wounded Peer carrying off—for Heav ns ſake 
what was the matter? | 
Towel. O, a trifle—he would have made to 
my wife before my face, ſo the obliged him with a 

box o'the ear, and Trun him ee the ee that 
was all. 

Fes Bagatelle on all hee pray, Madam, 
how long has this noble Lord been an humble ſervant 
of your's? | 

Aman. This 18 the firſt I have heard on't—fo I 
ſuppoſe *tis his quality more than his love has brought 
bim into this adventure. He thinks his title an 
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authentic paſſport to every woman's 2 below the 
degree of a Peereſs. | 

Town. He's coxcomb enough to think any thing; 
but I would not have you brought into trauble for 
him—T hope there's no danger of his life ? 

Lovel. None at all he's fallen into the hands of a 
roguiſh ſurgeon, who, I perceive, defigns to frighten 
a little money out of him—but I faw his wound 
tis nothing he may go to the ball to-night if he 
pleaſes. 

Town. I am glad you have corrected him without 
ſarther miſchief, or you might have deprived me of 
the pleaſure of executing a plot againſt his Lordſhip, 
which J have been contriving with an ald acquaintance- 
of yours. 

Lovel. Explain—— 

Town, His brother, Tom Faſhion, f is come down 


bere, and we have it in contemplation to ſave him 


the trouble of his intended wedding; but we want 
your aſſiſtanee. Tom would have called, but he is 
preparing for his enterprize, ſo I promiſed to bring 
you to him—ſo, Sir, if theſe ladies can ſpare you 
Lovel. I'll go with you with all my heart—{(afide } 
though I could wiſh, methinks, to ſtay and gaze a 
little longer on that creature—Good Gods! how en- 
gaging ſhe is but what have I to do with beauty? 
l have already had my portion, and muſt not co- 
vet more. To Towaly) Come, Sir, when you 
pleaſe. 
Town. Ladies, your ſervant... 
Aman. Mr. Loveleſs, pray one word. with yau be. 


tore you ga. 
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Level. (To Townly.) I' overtake you, — 
[Exit Townly.] What would my dear? 
Aman. Only a waman's fooliſh 8 how do | 
you like my couſin here ? | OE 
Lovel. Jealous. already, Amanda? 
Aman. Not at all—lI aſk you for another reaſon. 
Lovel. (Afede.). Whate'er her reaſon be, I muſt 
not tell her true. To. her.) Why, I confeſs ſhe's 
bandſome— but you muſt not think I flight your 
kinſwoman, if I own to you, of all the women wha 
may claim that character, ſhe is the laſt would tris 
| umph i in my heart. 
Aman. I'm ſatisfied. 
Tovel. Now tell me why you aſl'd ? 
Aman. At night 1 will—Adieu.,— 
Lovel. ( Kiffing her.) I'm your's— [Bair 
Aman. ( Afide.) I'm glad to find he does not like 
: her, for I have a great mind to perſuade her to'come 
and live with me. i 
Ber. (Afide.) dan I find my Colonel continues 
m his airs ; there muſt be ſomething more at the 
bottom of this, than the provocation he pretends from 
me. nol 199 i PSs | 
Aman. For Heav'ns ſake, Berinthia, tell me what 
way I ſhall take to perſuade you to come and live 
with me? 
Ber. Why one way in a the world there ie—and but 
one. 8 
. And pray he] 1s that ? 
Ber. It is to aſſure me— I ſhall be very welcome. 


+. 
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Aman. If that be all, Aan ſha een n ſleep here to- 
night · 

Ber. To- nigbt! 

- Aman, Ves, to-night. | | 

Ber. Why the people where I bs will think- me 
mad. 

finial Let them think what they pleaſe. 

Ber. Say you fo, Amanda ?—Why then they ſhall 
think what they pleaſe—for I'm a young widow, and 
I care not what any body thinks.—— Ah, Amanda, 
it's a delicious thing to be a young widow, | 

Aman. You'll hardly make me think ſo. 

Ber. Puh! becauſe you are in love with your Ruf- 
band but that is not every woman's caſe. 

Aman. I hope *twas your's at leaſt, 


Ber. Mine, ſay you? — Now I . a great mind 


to tell you a lye, but I ſhall doit ſo aukwardly, n 
find me out. 
Aman. Then e'en ſpeak het truth. 
. Ber. Shall I?—then, after all, 1 did 35 him, 
Amanda, as a Nun does penance. 

Aman. How did you live together? 


Ber. Like man and wife —aſunder—he lov'd the 


country—1 the- town, — He hawks and hounds—TI 


coaches and equipage.—He eating and drinking—I 


carding and playing.—He the ſound of a horn—I the 
ſqueek of a fiddle. —We were dull company at table 
—worle a-bed : whenever we met we gave one anc» 
ther the ſpleen, and never agreed but once, which was 
about lying alone, 


Aman. But tell me one thing truly and Groth 
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notwithſtanding all theſe jars, did not his death at laſt: 
extremely trouble you? 

Ber. O yes, —I was forced to wear an odious Wi- | 
dow's band a twelve-month for't. 

Aman. Women, I find, have different inclinations : 
—prithee, - Berinthia, inftru&t me a little farther — 
for I'm ſo great a novice, I'm almoſt aſham'd on't. 

Not, Heav'n knows, that what you call intrigues 
have any charms for me-—the practical park of all un- 
lawful love is — 

Ber. O tis abomĩnable but for the "EY 
that we mutt all confeſs is entertaining enough. 
Aman. Pray, be ſo juſt then to me, to believe, *tis 
with a world of innocence, I would enquire whether 
you think thafe, we tall Women of Reputation, do 
really eſcape all other men, as they do thoſe ſhadows | 
of beaux ? 

Ber. O no, FR ee RL are a - fort of men 
make dreadful work amongſt *em—men that may be 
called” the Beaus Antipathy—-for they agree in no- 
thing but walking upon two legs. Theſe have brains 


the beau has none.— Theſe are in love with their 


miſtreſs—the beau with himſelf.— They take care of 
their reputation—he's induſtrious: to deſtroy it. — 
They are decent—he's a fop. I are men—he | 
en aſs. 

Aman, If this be Wet character, 1 fancy v we e had 
here e' en now a pattern of *em both. 

Ber. His Lordſhip and Colonel ne 2 

Aman. The ſame. 

Ber. As for the Lord, he's eminently "M and for 


the other, I can aſſure you there's not a man in town 
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Ac II. 
who has a better intereſt with the women, that are 
worth having an intereſt with. 

Aman. He anſwers then the opinion I had ever of 
him — Heav'ns! what a difference there is between a 
man like him, and that vain nauſeous fop, Lord 
Foppington ¶ taling her hand) I muſt acquaint you 
with a ſecret, couſin—'tis not that fool alone has 
talked to me of love. — Townly has been tampering 
Ber. ( Afide.) So, ſo here the myſtery comes 
out !—Colonel Townly! —impoſſible, my dear! 
Aman. Tis true, indeed though he has done it 
in vain; nor do I think that all the merit of mankind 
combined, could ſhake-the tender love I bear my huſ- 
band; yet L will own to you, Berinthia, I did not 
ſtart at his addreſſes, as when they came from one 
whom I contemned. 

Ber. ( Aſide.) O this is better and On 
ſaid innocence !—and you really think, my dear, 
that nothing could abate your conſtancy and attach- 
-ment to your huſband. | 
Aman. Nothing, Iam 8 
Ber. What if va found he lov'd another woman 
better? 

Aman. Well! F 

Ber. Well l—why. were I that thing they call a 

{lighted wife ; ſomebody ſhould run the riſk-of being 

that thing they call—a huſband. 

Aman. O fie, Berinthia, no revenge ſhould Ce 

taken againſt a huſband but to wrong his bed i is a 

vengeance, which of all vengeance 


\ 
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Ber. Ts the ſweeteſt !—Ha! ha! ha owe 1 
talk madly? 
Aman. Madly indeed! 
Ber. Vet I'm very innocent. 
Aman. That I dare ſwear you are. I know how 
to make allowances for your humour but you reſolve 
en never to marry again ? | 
Ber. O no I reſolve T will? 
Aman. How ſo ? NT i OO GFR 
Ber. That I never may. Cs 
Aman. You banter me. 
Der. Tadebd I don't but 1 coalitler Pm a wo- 
man, and form my reſolutions accordingly. _ 
Aman. Well, my opinion is, form what reſolution 
you will, matrimony will be the end on't. 
Ber. I doubt it but A Heav'ns !—T have buſineſs 
at home, and am half an hour too late. 
Aman. As you are to return with me, III juſt, give 


Ie orders, and walk with you. 
Ber. Well, make haſte, and we'll Gnih this ſub- 
160 as we go. | [Exit Amanda. 


Ah! poor Amanda, you have led a country life! 
Well, this diſcovery is lucky !—bafſe 'Townly! —at 
once falſe to me, and treacherous to his friend! and 
my innocent, demure, couſin, too i—I have it in 
my power to be revenged on her, however. Her huſ- 
band, if T have any {kill in countenance, would be as 
happy in my ſmiles, as Townly can hope to be in 
her's —I'll make the experiment, come what will 
on't. The woman who can forgive the being robb'd 
of a favour'd lover, muſt be either an ideot or a wan- 
ton. 
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ACT l. SCENE I. 


_— — — 
4 


* 


Enter Loxp For PX Gr and La VAROLE. 


| IL. For. 
Hav, fellow let my vis-a-vis come to the door. 

La Var. Will your Lordſhip venture ſo ſoon FJ 
expoſe yourſelf to the weather ? 

L. Hop. Sir, I will venture as ſoon as, I can to 
expo myſelf to the ladies. 

La Yar. I wiſh your Lordſhip would leaſe to 
keep houſe a little longer; I'm affraid your honour 
does not well conſider your wound. wh 

I. Fop. My wound !—T would not he's In ie 
e day, though I had as many wounds in my 
body as I have had in my heart. 80 mind, Varole, 
let theſe cards be left as directed. For this evening I 
ſhall wait on my father-in-law, Sir 'Tunbelly, and'T 
mean to commence my devoirs to the lady, by giving 
an entertainment at her father's expence; and heark 
thee, tell Mr. Loveleſs I requeſt he and his company 
will honour me with their preſence,” or rf ſhall think 
we are-not friends. ) 


| a Var. 1 * 2 | EW Ji os TCE. 


Euter Younc Fas HION, 


/ wh F. "al. Brother, your ſervants how do you find 
ven to- day? 


L. Fop. So well, chat L have ardered my coach to 


* . 
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| Tho door ; ax there's no danger of death this baut, 
Tam. 

Z. Faſ. I'm very glad of it. 

L. Fop. ( Aſide.) That I believe's a he. — Pri- 
thee, Tam, tell me one thing. - did not your heart 
cut a caper up to your mauth, when you ru I was 
ran through the bady ? | 

Z. Faſ. Why do you think it ſhould ? 

I. Fop. Becauſe I remember mine did ſo when 1 
heard my uncle was ſhot through the head. 
Z. Faſ. It then did very ill. 
I. Fap. Prithee, why fo? 
ME Faſ. Becauſe he uſed you very ol, | 
ths Hope Well !—Naw, ſtrike me dumb, he farv'd 


hs has let me want a thauſand women, for want 


of a thauſand pound. 


. Faſ. Then he binder d you 1 emking a great 


| many ill bargains—for. I think no woman worth mo- 
ney that will take money. ö 


L. Fop. If I was a . dane 1 would t think 


fo 1 
. Faſ. Then z you a are 2 much i in be ? 
"ny Fap. Never, {tap my vitals. N 
. Faſ. Why then did you make all this buſtle 
about Amanda? 
L. Fop. Becauſe ſhe was a woman of an RO 
virtue and [ thought myſelf piqu'd in honour to de- 
; bauch her. . 
T. Faſ. (Aſide) Very well. Here's a rare 1 
low for you, to have the ſpending of ſive thouſand 
pounds a year. But now for my buſineſs with him. 
Brother, though I know to talk of buſineſs (eſpe- 
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cially of money) is a theme not quite ſo entertaining 
to you as that of the ladies, my neceſſities are ſuch, 
I hope you'll have patience to hear me. 

Z. Fop. The greatneſs of your neceſſities, Tam, 
is the worſt argument in the warld for your being pa- 


tiently heard. I do believe you are going to make a 


very good ſpeech, but ſtrike me dumb, it has the 
worſt beginning of any * 1 have heard this 
n emonth. 
Y. Faſ. I'm ſorry you think fo, 
L. Fop. I do believe thou art—but come, let's 
know the affair quickly. 
. Faſ. Why then, my caſe in a word is this.— 
The neceſſary expences of my travels have ſo much 
exceeded the wretched income of my annuity, that I 
have been forced to mortgage it for five hundred 


pounds, which is ſpent. So unleſs you are ſo kind 


as to aſſiſt me in redeeming it, I Know no remedy but 
to take a purſe. 

I. Fop. Why, faith, Tam, to give you my ſenſe 
of the thing, I do think taking a purſe the beſt re- 
medy in the warld for if you ſucceed you are relieved 
that way, if you are taken you are relie ved Yother. 

Z. Faſ. I'm glad to ſee you are in ſo pleaſant a hu» 
mour; I hope ſhall find the effects on't. 8 

L. Fop. Why, do you then really think it a rea- 
ſonable thing that I ſhould give ons five hundred 
pawnds ? 


. Faſ. I do not aſk it as a due, . I am 


willing to receive 1t as a favour. 
L. Fop. Then thou art willing to receive it any 
how, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. —But theſe are d——n'd 


* ; 
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times to give money in; taxes are ſo great, repairs 
ſo exorbitant, tenants ſuch rogues, and bouquets ſo 
dear, that the Devil take me, I am reduced to that 


extremity in my caſh, I have been forced to retrench 


in that one article of ſweet pawder, till I have, brought 
it dawn to five guineas a maunth now judge, Tam, 
whether I can ſpare you five hundred pawnds ? 

. Faſ. If you can't I muſt ſtarve, that's al. 
Ade.) Damn him. 

Tc op. All 1 can 4 18, you ſhould have been a 
\ better huſband. | 

. Faſ. "FM lr you can't Rye upon ten thou- 
land a- year, how do you think I ſhould do't upon 
two hundred? 

I. Fop. Don't be in a. paſſion, Tam, for paſſion 
is the moſt unbecoming thing in the warld—to. the 
face. Look you, I don't love to fay any thing to 
you to make you melancholy, but upon this occaſion 
I muſt take leave to put you in mind, that a running- 
horſe does require more attendance than a coach-horſe, 


4 —Nature has made ſome difference *twixt Jon and 


me. 
7. Faſ. 8 has made you older. 7 A de, F | 
1 take her. 15 1 

L. Fop. That is not all, Tam. 

. Faſ. Why, what is there elſe? | | 

IL. Fop. ( Looking jirft upon himſelf, and then upcn 
His Brother.) Aſk the ladies. 

Z. Faſ. Why, thou Eſſence- bottle, thou Mull 
Cat—doſt thou then think thou haſt any advantage 
over me but what fortune has given thee? _ _ 

IL. Fop. I do, ſtap wy vitals. 


- 
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ence I defy thee.- 
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. Faſ. Now, by all that's great and n 
thou art the Prince of Coxcombs. / | 

L. Fop. Sir, I am proud at being at the head of {ſo 
prevailing a party. T 

F. Faſ. Will . e then provoke t thee Das 
Coward. | 

L. Fop. Lack" you, Tam, you know 1 bare 0 
taken you for a mighty dull fellow, and here is one of 
the fooliſheſt plats broke out, that I have ſeen a lang 


time. Your poverty makes life ſo burthenſome to 
you, you would provoke me to a quarrel, in hopes 


either to ſlip through my lungs into my eſtate, or to 
get yourſelf run through the guts, to put an end to 
your pain, but I will diſappoint you in both your de- 
ſigns ; far with the temper of a Philaſapher, and the 
diſcretion of a Stateſman—1 ſhall leave the room with 
ws. ſword in the ſcabbard. _ 15 [Exits 

Y. Faſ. $0! farewell brother; and now conſci- 
ae a 


Enter Loa r. 


Yom Ss... 
- # Faſ. Here's rare news, 72 5 his 1 


has given me a pill has purged off all my. ſcru- 
ples. 


Lory. Then my heart's at 8 pony For I 


have been in alamentable fright, Sir, ever ſince your 


conſcience had the EET: to intrude into your 


company. | 
Y. Faſ. Be at peace; ; It will come there no more, 


my brother has given it a wring by the noſe, and I 


Q 2 


864 A TR TQ/SCARBOROUGH, Acer II. 
have kick'd it down ſtairs. So run away to the 
inn, get the chaiſe ready quickly, and en it to 
dame Coupler's without a moment's delay. | 
Lory. Then, its ou are bee ee alba the 
fortune? . 
14 ee ee 3 
Tory. The happieſt ls Lever faw. m upon 
ee eg 45 I QE xeunt ſeverally. 


2 


R 4 Garde 
Enter Inks and Sexvaxr. 


2 Is my wife within! ? 
Ser. No, Sir, ſhe has been gone out ie half 
hour. £ | 
Lovel. Well, 1e n. me. [Exit Servant. 
How ſtrangely does my mind run on this widc — 
never was my heart ſo ſuddenly feiz'd on before—that 
my wife ſhould pick out her, of all woman kind, to 
be her playfellow.— But what fate does, let fate an- 
wer for—1 Tought i it not—ſoh b ehr ne! © here 


dle comes. e 1 
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_ BERINTHIA- 
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Lovel. I was debating, Madam, whether I was ſo 
or not, and that was it which made me look ſo 
thoughtful... | 

Ber. Is it W fo 1220 a matter to decide ? 2. 1 
thought all people were acquainted with their own 
bodies, though few people know their own minds. 

Lovel. What if the diſtemper I ſuſpect be in the 
mind? 

Ber. WEE then PI undertake to preſcribe you a 
eure. | 

Lovel. Alas! YOu undertake you know not 
what. | 

Ber. So far at leaſt then you allow me to be a 8 5 
fician. 

Lovel. Nay, I'II e you to be fo yet tber 
for J have reaſon to believe, ſhould I put myſelf into 
your hands, you would increaſe my diſtemper. 

Ber. How? 1 
TLovel. Oh, you might betray my complaints te 
my wite, 

Ber. And ſo loſe all my practiee. 

_ Level, Will you then keep my ſeeret Nt 

Ber. 1 will. 

Lovel. Im fatiied. Now hear my \ 
and give me your advice. The firſt were theſe when 
I faw you at the play; a random glance you threw, 
at firſt alarm'd me. JI could} not turn my eyes front 
whence the danger came—1 gaz'd upon you till my 
heart began to pant—nay, even now on your ap- 
proaching me, my illneſs is ſo increas'd, that if you 
do not help me I ſhall, whilſt you look on, conſume 
to alkes, | [Taking her hand 
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, Brealing from him. O Lord, and me so, 
'tis the plague, and we ſhall be infected. 3 
 Lovel. Then vet die ie, woe ntl my charming | 
angel. | | 

Ber. O Gad! the devil's in vou. Tord, let me 
go—here? s ſomebody coinage 3 Ys 


Euter e 5 


"LAY Sir, my lady” s come bans and 4 to 
ſpeak with you. | | 
Lovel. Tell her I'm coming. TE Servant. 
{Ta Berinthia) But before I go, one glaſs of nectar 
to drink her health, | 
Ber. Stand off, or I ſhall hate you, by 6 
Lovel. ¶ Kiſſing her.) In matters of love, a wo- 
man's oath is no more to be minded than a man's. 
| | > [Exit Loveleſs. 


Enter Towxr v. 


Townly, Soh ! what's here—Berinthia and Love- 
l:ſs—and in ſuch cloſe converſation I cannot now 
wonder at her indifference in excuſing herſelf to me! 
O rare woman—well then, let Lovelefs look to his 
wife, *twill be but the retort courteous on both ſides. | 
A To Berinthia.) Yoſt ſervant, Madam, I need 
not aſk how you do, 3 bave got ſo good a ca- 
our: bs 

Ber. No better than I uſed to have, I ſuppoſe. | 

Townly. A little more blood in your cheeks. 

Bier. I have been walking! 
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Townly. Is that all? Pray, was it Mr. Loveleſe 


went from here juſt now? 
Ber. O yes—he has been walking with me. 


Townly. He has! 


Ber. Upon my word I think he is a very - 


man !—and there is certainly ſomething particularly 
inſinuating in his addreſs! 


Townly. So | ſo! ſhe has n't even the be to 


diſſemble. ! Pray, Madam, may I, without imperti- 
nence, trouble you with a few ſerious queſtions ? 


Ber. As many as you pleaſe ; but pray let them be 


as little ſerious as poſſible. 


Tocunly. Is it not two years ſince J have ned = 


to addreſs you? 
Ber. I don't know enactly-buti it has been a tedi- 


ous long time. 


Tony: Have I not, during that A had 
every reaſon to believe that my aſſiduities were far 


from being unacceptable ? 
Ber. Why, to do you juſtice, | you have been ex- 


tremely troubleſome — and I confeſs I have been more 


civil to you than you deſerved: 
Townly. Did I not come to this place at your ex- 


preſs. defire? and for no purpoſe but the honour of 


meeting you !—and after waſting a month in diſap- 
pointment, have you condeſcended to explain, or in 
the ſlighteſt. way apologize, for your conduct? 
Ber. O heav'ns! apologize for my conduct !—apos 


logiſe to you -O you barbarian But pray now, 
my good ſerious Colonel, have you any thing. more 


to add? 


Townly. Nothing, Madam, * that after fac 
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behaviour I am leſs ſurpris'd at what I ſaw juſt now ; 
it is not very wonderful that the woman who can tri- 
fle with the delicate addreſſes of an honourable lover, 
ſhould be found coquetting with the huſband of her 
friend. 

Ber. Very true no more oe "Ry it was 
for this honourable lover to divert himſelf in the ab- 
fence. of this caquet, with endeavouring to ſeduce kis 
friend's wife! O Colonel, Colonel, don't talk of ho- 
nour or your friend, for heav'ns fake. * 

Tocunly. S'death]! how came ſhe to ſulpe& this? 
ak Madam, I don't underſtand you. 

Ber. Nay—nay—you ſaw I did not pretend to 

miſunderſtand you.—But here comes the Lady— 
perhaps you would be glad to be left with her for an 
explanation. 
Tocunly. O, Madam, this. recrimination is a poor 
reſource, and to convince you how much you are miſ- 
taken, I beg leave to decline the happineſs you pro- 
poſe me.— Madam, your ſervant. 


5 Amanda. (TownLy <vhi 3 AnaxDa, and 
exit. 


e carries it 6 well, however - upon my 
word very well !—how tenderly they part ! So, 
couſin— I hope you have not been chiding your ad- 
mirer for being witk me I afſure you we have been. 
talking of you. 

Aman. Fie, Berinthia my admirer will you 
never learn to talk in earneſt of any thing? 

Ber. Why this ſhall be in earneſt, if you pleaſe; 
for my part Jonly tell you matter of fact | 


Aman, I'm ſure there's ſo. much jeſt and earneſt in 
what you ay to, me on this ſubject, I ſcarce know 
how to take it. I have juſt parted with Mr. Loveleſs 
| perhaps it is my fancy, but L think there is an al- 
teration in, his manner, which alarms me. 

Ber. And ſo you are jcalous ?. is that all? 

Aman, That all is jealouſy then nothing ? 

Ber. It ſhould be nothing, if I were in your caſe. 

Aman. Why, what would you do? 

Ber. I'd cure myſelf. 

Aman, How ? 

Ber. Care as little for my huſband as he did for me. 
Look you, Amanda, you may build caſtles in the air, 
and fume, and fret, and grow thin, and lean, and 
pale, and ugly, if you pleaſe, but I tell you, no man 
worth having is true to his wife, or ever was, or ever 
will be ſo. 

Aman. Do you then really think he s falſe to me? 
for I did not ſuſpect him. 

Ber. Think ſo!—T am fare of it. 

Aman. You are ſure on't ? 

Ber. Poſitively—he fell in love at the play. 

Aman. Right—the very ſame — but who could have 
told you this? 

Ber. Um O—Townly ! -I ſuppoſe your 
huſband has made him his confidant. 

Aman. O baſe Loveleſs !—and what 54. Townly 
ſay on't ? 

Ber. So, ſo—why ſhonld ſhe aſk that ?- | 
{afide )J——ſay !—why he abuſed Loveleſs extreme- 
ly, and ſaid all the tender Ange of you in the 
world. 
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Aman. Did he — Oh: my heart !—Pm very ill 
I muſt go the chamber—dear Berinthia, don't 
leave me a moment. Wy [ Exit. 

Ber. No— don't fear. —o-chere is certainly 
ſome affection on her ſide at leaſt, , towards, 'Townly. 
If it prove ſo, and her agreeable huſband, perſeveres 
—Heav'n ſend me reſolution !—Well—how this buſi- 
neſs will end I know not but I ſeem to be i in as fair 
a way to loſe my gallant Colonel, as a boy is to be a 
rogue, 'when he's put clerk to an attorney. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. 


A Country Honſe. 


* 


Enter LVouxd FasHion and Lox. 


. Faſ. So—here's our inheritance, Lory, if we 
ean but get into poſſeſſion — but methinks the ſeat. of 
our family looks like Noah's ark, as if the chief part 
on't were deſigned for the fol of the air, and the 

beaſts of the field. | 

Lory. Pray, Sir, don't let your head run upon 
the orders of building here—get but the heireſs, let 
the devil take the houſe. 

7. Faſ. Get but the houſe ! let the devil take the 
heireſs, I ſay — but come, we have no time to quan- 
de, knock at the door — 
| [Lory * tao or three times, 


| 
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What the devil, have they got no ears in this houſe ? 
— knock harder. 
Lory. Pgad, Sir, this will prove ſome inchanted 
caltle—we! ſhall have the giant come out by and bye 
with his club, and beat our brains out. | 
[ Knocks again. 
Z. Faſ. Huſh—they ebe From within / who is 
tue? 

Lory. Open the door and ſee—is that your coun- - 
try breeding? 

Ser. (Within. ] Ay, but two words to that bar- 
gain—Tummas, is the blunderbuſs prim'd? 

T. Faſ. Ouns! give *em good words, Lory —or 
we ſhall be ſhot here a fortune -· catching. | 

Lory. Egad, Sir, I think you're in the right on't 
—ho Mr. what d'ye callum—will you pleaſe to let 
us in? or are we to be left to grow like willows by 
your moat ſide? 

[CServant appears at the wind with a  lunderbuſs 4. 

Ser. Weel naw, what's Were buſineſs ? 

Y. Faſ. Nothing, Sir, but to wait upon Sir Tun» 
belly, with your leave. 

Ser. To weat upon Sir Tunbelly ae you 1 c 
find that's juſt as Sir Tunbelly pleaſes. 

Y. Faß. But will you do me the favour, Sir, to 
know whether Sir Tunbelly pleaſes or not? 

Serv. Why look you d'ye ſee, with good worde 
much may be done.—Ralph, go thy waeg, and aſk 
Sir Tunbelly, if he pleaſes to be waited upon—and 
doſt heer? call to nurſe, that ſhe may lock up Miſs 
Hoyden before the geats open. - 

. Faſ. Dye hear that Lory? 
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Enter Sir ToxserLLy, with Servants, armed with 
guns, clubs, pitchforks, &c. 


Lory. O 7 Heine bohins]. his maſter. 10 Lord, 
O Lord, Lord, we are both dead men. 
7. Faſ. Take heed fool, thy fear mill ruin us. 

Lory. My fear, Sir, ſdeath, Sir, I fear nothing 
—{ Afide - would 1. were well up to the chin in a 
horſe-pond. 
Sir Tun. Who is it here has ay buſineſs with 
me ? i 
Z. Faſ. Sir, *tis & if . name be Sir  Tunbell | 
Clumſey : 1 

Sir Tun. Sir, my name is Sir T kurbel Clumſey, 
aber you have any buſineſs with me or not ſo you 
fee I am not aſhamed of oY name, nor my Rap 
cither. 

. Faſ. Sir, you have no cauſe that I "RICE of. 

Sir Tun. Sir, if you have no cauſe either, I defire 
to know who you are; for *till I know your name, 
I ſhan't aſk you to come into my houſe : and when 
I do know your . *tis fix to four I don't aſk 
you then. 

Z. Faſ. (Giving bis a letier. ), Gas. 1 hope you'll 
find this letter an authentic paſſport. - 

Sir Tun. Cod's my life, from Mrs. Coupler, —I 
aſk your Lordſhip's pardon ten thouſand times To 
bis Servant.) Here, run in a doors quickly; get a 
Scotch coal fire in the great parlour—ſet all the Tur- 
key work chairs in their places ; get the braſs candle- 
| Kicks out, and be ſure ſtick the ſocket full of laurel, 


\ 
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run Turning to Young Faſhion) My Lord, I aſk 


yourLordſhip's pardon—{ To Serv.) and do you hear, 


run away to nurſe, bid her let Miſs Hoyden looſe 


again. | [Exit Servant. 
To Young Faſhion) I hope your honour will excuſe 


the diſorder of my family—we are not uſed to re- 
ceive men of your Lordſhip's great quality every 


day pray where are your coaches and ſervants, my 


Lord? 
7. Faſ. Sir, that I might give you and your 


daughter a proof how impatient IT am to be nearer 


a-kin to you, I left my equipage to follow me, and 
came away poſt with only one ſervant. 

Sir Tun. Your Lordſhip does me too much ho- 
nour— It was ex poſing your perſon to too much fa» 


tigue and danger, I proteſt it was—but my daughter 


ſhall endeavour to make you what amends ſhe can— 
and though 1 ſay it, that ſhould not ſay it, Hoyden 
has charms. 

. Faſ. Sir, I am not a a ſtranger tothem, though 

I am to her: common fame has done her juſtice. 

Sir Tun. My Lord, 1 am common Fame's very 
grateful humble ſervant. My Lord, my girl's young 
— Hoyden is young, my Lord; but this I mutt fay 
for her, what ſhe wants in art, ſhe has by nature 
what ſhe wants in experience, ſhe has in breeding— 


and what's wanting in her age, is made good in her 


confſtitution—ſo pray, my Lord, walk in; pray, my 
Lord, walk in. 
Lf Foe - Sir, [ wait upon you. 
[Exit through the gate, 
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Miſs reno, ny 


Mzſs. Sure, nobody was ever uſed as I am. I 
know well enough what othgr girls do, for all they - 
think to make a fool of me. It's well I have a huſ- 
band a-coming, or I'cod I'd marry the baker, I would 
ſo. Nobody can knock at the gate, but preſently 1 
muſt be lock'd up—and here's the young greyhound 
can run looſe about the. houſe all the day long, ſo ſhe 
can. — Tis very well 


(N URSE, evithout opening the door.) 


Met. Miſs Hoyden, Miſs, Miſs; Miſs, Miſs * 

Hoyden 
Enter Nuxs E. | 

Miſs. Well, what do you make ſuch a noiſe for, 
ha ?—what do you din a body's ears for ?—can't one - 
be at quiet for you ? 

Nurſe. What do I din your ears for ?—here's one 
come will din yourears for you. 
. What care I who's come ?—I care not a fig 
who comes, nor who goes, as Jong as 1 muſt be 
lock'd up like the ale cellar. 

Nurſe. That, Miſs, is for fear you ſhould be drank h 
before you are ripe. 

Miſs. O, don't you trouble your head about that, | 
I'm as ripe as you, though not ſo mellow. 

Nurſe. Very well—now I have a good mind to 
lock you up again, and not let you {ee my Lord to- 
night. 


— 
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MI. My Lord! why is my huſband come ? 

Nurſe, Yes, marry is 11 and a K perſon 
WW.” 

Miſe. ( Hugging Nurſe. ) O my dear nurſe, for- 
give me this once, and I'll never mifuſe you again; 
no, if I do, you ſhall give me three thumps on the 
back, and a great pinch by the cheek. 

Nurſe, Ah! the poor thing, ſee how it melts, its 
as full of good nature as an eggꝰ's full of meat. 

Miſs. But my dear Nurſe, don't lie now, 1s he 
eome by Uh troth ? 

Nurſe. Ves, by my truly is he. 

Mit. O Lord! I'll go and put on my Peed 

tucker, though I'm lock'd up a month for't. 
by Exit running. 


ll 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
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— 


Enter Miſs HoyvDEN and NukskE. 


NuksE. 


Wer, Miſs, how do you like your huſband that is 
to be? 
_ Miſs. O Lord, Nurſe, 'm ſo . I can 
ſcarce contain myſelf. 

Nurſe. O but you muſt have a care of * toe 
fond, for men now. a- days, hate a woman that loves 
em. 


4, 
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Mi ifs. Love him! Why do you think love him, 
Nurſe? Pcod, I would not care if he was hang'd, 
ſo I were but once married to him. —No, tha which 
pleaſes me, is to think what work I'll make when I 
get to London; for when I am a wife and a Lady 
both, T'cod PII flaunt it with the beſt of 'em. 
Aye, and I ſhall have money enough to do ſo too, 
Nurſe. | 
Nurſe. Ah! there's no knowing that, Miſs, for 
though theſe Lords have a power of wealth, indeed, 
yet, as I have heard ſay, they give it all to their 
ſſuts and their trulls, who joggle it. about in their 
coaches, with a murrain to em, whilſt poor Madam 
ſits ſighing and wiſhing, and has not a ſpare half 
crown to buy her a Practice of Piety. | 

Miſs. O, but for that, don't deceive yourſelf, 
Nurſe, for this J muſt ſay of my Lord, he's as free 
as an open houſe at Chriſtmas. For this very morn - 
ing he told me, I ſhould have fix hundred a- year to 

buy pins. Now, Nurſe, if he gives me ſix hundred 
a- year to buy pins, what do you think he'll give me 
to buy fine petticoats ? 

Nurſe. Ah, my deareſt, he deceives thee "FRY 
and he's no better than a rogue for his pains. 'Theſe 
Londoners have got a gibberage with *em, would 
confound a gipſey. That which they call pin- mo- 
ney, is to buy their wives every thing in the verſal 
world, down to their very ſhoe-knots.—Nay, I have 
heard folks ſay, that fome ladies, if they will have 
gallants, as they call? em, are forced to find them out 
of their pin- money too. But, look, look, if his 
Honour be not coming to you. Now, if I were ſure 


= 
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you would behave yourſelf handſomely, and not diſ- 
grace me that have brought you up, I'd leave you 
alone together, 

Miſs. That's my beſt Nurſe, hs as you'd be done 
by—trult us together this once, and if I don't ſhew 
my breeding, may I never be married but die an old 
maid. 

Nurſe. Well, this once Il venture you. But i 


you diſparage me [| 
Mi iſs. Never fear. [Exit Nurſe. 


Enter Yauno. 13 


2. Faſ. Your ſervant, Madam, I'm glad to find. 
you alone, for I have ng of rings: to 
ſpeak to you about. 

Miſt. Sir, (my Lord, I Meant) you may ſpeak 
to me about what you n I ſhall give you a civil 
anſwer. | 

Z. Faſ. Vow give me fo obliging a one, it encou- 
rages me to tell you in a few words, what I think 
both for your intereſt and mine. Your father, I ſup- 
poſe you know, has reſolved to make me happy in 
being your huſband, and 1 hope I may depend on 
your conſent to perform what he deſires. 

Miſs. Sir, I never diſobey my father in any thing 
but eating green gooſeberries. 

Y. Fuſ. So good a daughter muſt needs be an ad- 
mirable wife. I am therefore impatient till you are 
mine, and hope you will ſo far conſider the violence; 
of my love, that you won't have the cruelty to defer: 

my happineſs ſo long as your father defigns it. 
ißt. Pray, my Lord, how long is that? 


/ 
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. Fa. Madam=—a nn years —a whole. 
week. 

Mi. A ook ny 1 ſhall be an old woman 
by that time. 

. Faſ. And J an old man. 

Miß. Why, I thought it was to be to-morrow 
morning, as ſoon as I was Bol I'm ſure nurſe told 
me ſo, 

T. Faſ. And i it ſhall be to-morrow _— if 
you'll conſent ? * 

Miſe. If Tl conſent! Why I. thaught I was to 
obey you as my huſband ? 
2. Faſ. That's when we are married: Till then - 
Im to obey you. 

Miſs. Why then, if we are to tak it by turns, 
it's. the ſame thing. I'IEobey you now, and when | 
we are married you-ſhall obey me. | | 

2. Faſ. With all my heart. But IT doubt we muſt 
get Nurſe on our ſide, or we _ hardly en with 
the Chaplains 

M/s. No more we hart indeed, Low! he herd her 
better than he loves his pulpit, and would —_ be 
a-preaching to her.by his good will. * 

Y. Faſ. Why then, my dear, if you'll call her 
hither, we'll try to perſuade her preſently. 

Mifs. O Lord, I can tell you a _—_ how to pers 
ſuade her to any thing. 

2. Faſ. How's that? 2 

Miſs. Why tell her ſhe's a handſome, comely wo - 
man, and give her half-a-crown: 
. Faf. Nay, if that will do, the: ſhall have balf a 

ſore of; them. | | 
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Miſe. O Gemini, for half that ſhe'd marry you 


herſelf. —Tll run and call her. | 

Y. Faſ. Soh, matters go ſwimmingly. This is a 
rare girl Pfajth. I ſhall have a fine time on't with 
her at London. But no matter—ſhe brings. me an 
eſtate will afford me a ſeparate maintenance. 


Enter Log vs. 


7 Fof. So, Lory, what's the matter? | 


Lory. Here, Sir; an intercepted packet from the 


enemy—your brother's poſtillion brought it—I knew 
the livery, pretended to be a ſervant of Sir Tunbely 
ly” 8, and ſo got poſſeſſion of the letter. 

175 „Faſ. (Looking at it.) Ouns !—He tells Sir 
Tuobelly here, that he will be with him this even- 
ing, with a large party to ſupper egad I muſt mar- 
ry. the girl directly. 


Tory. O Zounds, Sir, directly to be ſure! Here 
[Exit Lory. 
2 Faſ. And the old Jeſabel with her. She has! 8 


ſhe comes. 


thorough procuring countenance, however. 


Enter Miſs Hovven ns, ROI | 


7. Fuſ. How do you do, Mrs. Nurſe I defired * 


your young lady would give me leave to ſee you, that 
1 might thank-you for your extraordinary care and 
conduct in her education; pray accept of this ſmall 
acknowledgment for it at preſent, and depend upon 


my farther kindneſs when I ſhall be that-happy thing 


her huſband: 
Nurſe. ( Aſide.) Gold, 1 Maakins lo Hoa. 
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nour's goodneſs is too great. Alas! all I can boaſt 
of is, 1 gave her pure good milk, and ſo your Ho- 
nour would have ſaid, an you had ſeen how the poor 
thing thrived and how it would look up in my face 
and crow and laugh it would! 

Miſs. (To Nurſe, tailng her 0 afr ti F "A | 
one word with you. Prithez, Nurſe, don't ſtand 
Arbing up old ſtories, to make one aſhamed before 
one's love; do you think ſuch a fine, proper gentle- 
man as he is, cares for a fiddle- come tale of a child? 
If you have a mind to make him have a geod opinion 
of a woman, don't tell him what one did then, tell 
him what one can do now. {To him.) I hope your 
Honour will excuſe my miſ-manners, to whiſper be- 
fore you, it was only to give ſome orders about the: 
family. | | 
7. Faſ. O, every thing, Madam, is to give way 
to buſineſs; beſides, good houſewifery 1 18 a very com- 


4 mendable quality in a young lady. 


Miß. Pray, Sir, are young ladies good houſe- 
wives at London town —Do 11 darn their own 
linen. N 

Z. Faſ. 0 no. 92 fludy ban to ſpend money, 
mak to ſave. 

Miſs: T'cod,, I don't know but that may be better 
re ha, Nurſe 

Ye Faſ. Well, you ſhall have, your Soing when 
you come 8 

Miſe. Shall I then by my troth Pu. get. there 
as faſt as I can. (7 Nurſe.) His Honour deſires 
you'll be ſo kind, as to let us be married to · mor- 
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Nurſe, To- morrow, my dear Madam? 

Z. Faſ. Aye faith, Nurſe, you may well be ſur⸗ 
priſed at Miſs's wanting to put it off fo long—to- 
morrow |! no, no—tis now, this very hour, i would 
have the ceremony perform'd. 

Miſe. Pod, with all my We 
-' Nurſe. O mercy, worſe and worſe. 

2. Faſ. Yes, ſweet Nurſe, now, and privately. 
For all things being ſigned and ſealed, why ſhould 


Sir Tunbelly make us ſay a week for 2 a Was din- 


ner? 

Nurſe. But if you ſhould be married now, what 
will you do when Sir — calls for you to be 
wedded ? 

Miſs. Why then we will be married again, 

Nurſe. What, twice, my child! 

1 iſs. Jod, I e care how often I'm married, 
Hot I. 

Nurſe. Well l'm ſoch a tender-hearted fool, I 

find I can refuſe you nothing. So you ſhall &en fol- 


low your own inventions. 


Miſe. Shall I?—(4ſfide.) O Lak IT could leap 


over the Moon. 
Y. Faſ. Dear Nurſe, this goodneſs of your's ſhar't 


go unrewarded. But now you muſt employ your 
power with the Chaplain, that he may do his friendly 


office too, and then we ſhall be all happy. Do you 
think you can prevail with him ? 

Nurſe. Prevail with him Or he ſhall never 12 5 
vail with me, I can tell him that. 


7. Faſ. I'm glad to hear it; however, to HOY 


en your intereſt with him, you may let him know, 
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J have ſeveral fat livings in my gift, and that the firſt 
that falls ſhall be in your diſpoſal. . 
Nurſe. Nay then, I'll make him Ae more folks 
Mts: PI promiſe him. 
Miſs. Faith do, Nurſe, make him marry you * 
I'm ſure he'll do it for a fat living. 
2. Faſ. Well, Nurſe, while you go wil fate 
matters with him, your lady and I will go and take 
a walk in the garden. 404+ [Exit Norſe. 
E Faſ. { Giving her his hand. Come, Milam, 
dare you venture yourſelf alone with me ? 
Miß. O dear, yes, Sir, I don't think you'll do 
any thing to me I need be afraidon. —\Exeunt. 


"SCENE 77. 


Enter AMANDA, her Woman following. ; 


Maid. If you pleaſe, Madam, only to tay whe- 
ther you'll have me buy them or not? 
Aman. Yes—no—go—Teazer !—T care not what 


FJyou do—prithee leave | me. FE ' [Ext Maid. 


Enter BRI xTHIA. 


Ber. What, in che name of Jore's the matter with 
you ? ? | - 

Aman. The * Berinthia ? I'm alwott mad; 
I'm. ae to death. 


Co 


at 
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Ber. Who is it that plagues you? 
Aman. Who do you think ſhould plague a wiſe, 


but her huſband ? \ 


Ber. O ho! is it come to that ?—we ſhall have 
you wiſh yourſelf awidow, by and bye. 

Aman. Would I were any thing but what I am! 
a baſe, ungrateful man, to uſe me thus ! 

Ber. What, has he given you freſh reaſon to. ſuſ- 
Pect his wandering ? | | 

Aman. Every hour gives me reaſon. 

Ber. And yet, Amanda, you perhaps at this mo- 
ment cauſe in another's breaſt the ſame tormenting 


«doubts and jealouſies which you feel ſo — ref 


:Telk 


Aman. Heaven knows I would not! | 
Ber. Why, you can't tell but there may be ſome 


ne as tenderly attached to Townly, whom you boaſt 


of as your conqueſt, as you can be to your huf- 
band. 

Aman. Pm ſure 1 never encouraged his py 
ſions. 

Ber. Plhaw ! Plhaw: No ſenfible man ever per- 
ſeveres to love, without encouragement. Why have 
you not treated him as you have Lord Foppington ? 

Aman. Becauſe he has not preſumed ſo far. But 
let us drop the ſubject. Men, not women, are rid- 
dles. Mr. Loveleſs now follows ſome flirt for-variety, 
whom I'm fure he does not like ſo- well l does 
me. ; | 
Ber. That's more than you knaw, Madam. 
Aman. Why, do you know the ugly thing? 
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Ber. I think T can gueſs at the 1 e ſhe's 
no ſuch ugly thing neither. * 

Aman. Is the very handſome? 

Ber. Truly I think ſo. | 

Aman. Whate'er ſhe be, I'm ſure he does not thike 
her well enough to beſtow any thing more than a lit- 
tle outward gallantry upon her. . 
Ber. (Afide.) Outward gallantry.— 0 bear 
this. Come, come, don't you be too ſecure, Aman- 
da; while you ſuffer Townly to imagine that you do 
not deteſt him for his deſigns on you, you have no 
right to complain, that your huſband is engaged elſe- 
here. But * comes the * we were ſpeaking 


„ 
FA | Enter ET | 
Town. Lakes“ as I come uninvited, 1 "ou if I 
wude you will uſe the ſame freedom i in „ por 


out again. | 
Aman. I believe, Sir, it is near the time Mr. Pore 


105 ſaid he would be at home. He talked of ac- 


| cepting of neon 8 invitation to ſup at Sir | 


| Tunbelly Clumſey's. 

| Town. His Lordſhip has done me the honour to 
invite me alſo, If you'll let me eſcort” you, I'll let 
you into a myſtery as we go, in which you muſt play 
a part when we arrive. 
Annan. But we have two hours yet to bene 
carriages are not ordered 'till eight — and it is not a 
five minutes drive. So, Couſin, let us keep the 
Colonel to play piquet with us, till Mr. Loveleſs 


comes home. 
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Ber. As you pleaſe, Madam, but you know I 


11 a letter to write. 
Toon. Madam, you know you may command me, 
though I'm a very wretched gameſter. 

Aman. O, you play well enough to loſe your mo- 
ney, and that's all the ladies require and ſo without 
any more ceremony, let us go into the next room and 
call for cards and candles. [Exeunt, 


SCENE Iii. 


Berinthia's Dręſſug- Room. 
Enter LoveLEss. 


Lovel. So—thus far all's well have got into 
her dreſſing- room, and it being duſk, I think nobody 
has perceived me ſteal into the houſe. I heard Berin- 
thia tell my wife ſhe had ſome particular letters to 
write this evening, before we went to Sir Tunbelly's, 
and here are the implements for correſpondence—how 
ſhall I muſter up aſſurance to ſhew myſelf-when ſhe 
comes I think ſhe has given me encoufagement 
and to do my impudence juſtice, 1 have made the 
moſt of it.— I hear a door open and ſome one com- 
ing; if it ſhould be my wife, what the Devil ſhould 
I fay ?—T believe ſhe miſtruſts me, and by my life I 
don't deſerve her tenderneſs; however I am determin 

ed to reform, though not yet. Hah !--Berinthia-- : 
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To I'll ſtep in here till I ſee what fort of humour ſhe 
is1 in. 1 [ves into the Cloſet. | 


Enter BERIxTHIA. 


" er 0 provoking a ſituation !—To 
think I ſhould fit and hear him compliment Amanda 
to my face !—T have loſt all patience with them both. 
I would not for ſomethin g have Loveleſs know what 
temper of mind they have piqued me into, yet I can't 
bear to leave them together. No- I'll put my pa- 
pers away, and return, to diſappoint them. {Goes 
zo the cloſet.) O Lord! a ghoſt! a ghoſt! a ghoſt! 


Enter LovELEsSs. 


Love. Peng my Angel —it's no ghoſt—put one 
worth a hundred ſpirits. 

Ber. How, Sir, have you had the inſolence- to 
preſume to——run in again—here's ſomebody com- 
ing. oat ; | | 
Rs Marv. 


Maid. O Lord, Ma" am, E the matter: N 
Ber. O Heav'ns! I'm almoſt. frightened out of 
my wits !—I thought verily I had ſeen a ghoſt, and 


*twas nothing but a black hood pin'd againft the wall. 
—You may go ein, I am: the fearfuleſt fool! 
[Exit Maid. | 


Re-enter Love.ess. | 


Lov J. Is the coaſt clear ? 
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Ber. The coaſt clear !—Upon my word I wonder 
at your aſſurance ! 

Lovel. Why then you wonder before I have given 
you a proof of it. But where” s my wite ? | 

Her. At cards. 

Lovel. With whom? 

Ber. With Townly. 

Lovel. Then we are ſafe enough. 
Lou are ſo !—Some huſbands would ks of 
another mind were he at cards with their wives, 
Lovel. And they'd be in the right « on't too but - 
dare truſt mine. 

Ber. Indeed !—And ſhe, I doubt not, has the 
ſame confidence in you. Yet do you think ſhe'd be 
content to come and find you here? 

Lovel. Egad, as you ſay, that's true then for 
fear ſhe ſhould come, hadn't we better go into the 
next room out of her way? 

Ber. What — in the dark? | 

Lovel. Aye—or with a light, which you pleaſe. 

Ber. You are certainly very impudent. 

Lovel. Nay then let me conduct you, my An- 
gel. | 

Ber. Hold, hold, you are miſtaken in your An- 
gel, I aſſure you. 

Lovel. J hope not, for wp this hand I ls 

Ber. Come, come, let go my hand, orl ſhall hate 
you I'll ery out as I live. 

| Lovel. Impoſſible! you cannot be fo cruel, 

Ber. Ha here's ſome one coming—begone in- 


ſtantly. 


R 2 


— ——— — —— 
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' Lovel. Will you promiſe to return if I remain 
here? 

Ber. Never truſt myſelf in a room with you again 
while I live. 

Lovel. But 1 have ſomething particular to com- 
municate to you. 

Ber. Well, well, before we go to Sir Tunbelly 8 
I'II walk upon the lawn. If you are fond of a Moon- 
light evening, you will find me there. | 
Tovel. E'faith, they're coming here now. — 
take you at your word. 

[Exit Loveleſs into the Cloſet. 
Ber. *Tis Amanda, as I live.— I hope ſhe has not 
heard his voice. Though I mean ſhe ſhould have her 


ſhare of jealouſy. 


Enter AMANDA. 
Aman. Berinthia, why did you leave me? 
Ber. I thought I only ſpoil'd your party. 

Aman. Since yon have been gone, Townly has 
attempted to renew his importunities.— I mult breax 
with him for I cannot venture to acquaint Mr. 
Loveleſs with his conduct. | 

Ber. O no—Mſy. Loveleſs muſtn't know of it by 
any means. 

Aman. O, not for be 1 1 wiſh, Berin- 
thia, you would undertake to ſpeak. to. T ownly on the 
ſubject. 

Ber. Upon my word it would be a very pleaſant 
ſubject for me to talk to him on. But come let us 


go back —and you may depend on't, 1'll not leaye 
ycu together again, if I can help it. [Exeunts 
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Enter LovELEss. 


Lovel. Soh-<ſo la pretty piece of buſineſs, I 
have over-heard—Townly makes love to my wife 
and I'm not to know it for the world -I muſt enquire 
into this—and, by Heav'n, if I find that Amanda has 
in the * ſmalleſt degree Vet, what have I been at 
here! O, s'death! that's no rule. 


That wife alone, unſullied credit wins, 
Whoſe virtues can atone her huſband's ſins; 
Thus while the man has other nymphs in view, 
It ſuits the woman to be doubly true. 

[ Exit: - 


7 ———— — ww 7 m 


CF. SCENE-L.- 


A Garden—M, on Light: 
Enter T.oveitss. 


LoveLtss. 


Now, does ſhe mean to make a fool of me, or not? 
Il ſhan't wait much longer, for my wife will ſoon be 
enquiring for me to ſet out on our ſupping party. 
Suſpence is at all times the devil but of all modes of 
ſuſpence, the watching for a loitering miſtreſs is 
the worſt—but let me accuſe her no longer ſne 
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approaches with one ſmile to o*erpay the anxiety of 
a year. 


(Enter BRV TIA.) 


O Berinthia, what a world of kindneſs are you in my 
debt! — bad you ſtaid five minutes longer 
Ber. You would have been gone, I ſuppoſe. 

Lovel. (Afide.) Egad ſhe's right enough. 

Ber. And I aſſure yon, *twas ten to one that I 
eame at all. In ſhort, I begin to think you are too 
dangerous a Being to trifle with; and as I ſhall pro- 
bably only make a fool of you at laſt, I believe we 
Ao better let matters reſt as they are. 

Lovel. You cannot mean it ſure? 

Ber. No!—why do you think you are really ſo 
jrreſiſtable, and malter of ſo much addreſs, as to 
deprive a woman of her ſenſes in a few days acquaint- 
ance ? 

Lovel. O, no, Madam; nis only by your pre- 
ſerving your ſenſes that-I can hope to be admitted 
into your favour—your taſte, judgment, and diſ- 
cernment, are what 1 build my hopes on. 

Ber. Very modeſt, upon my word—and it cer- 
tainly follows, that the greateſt proof I can give of 
my poſſeſſing thoſe qualities, would be my admiring 

Mr. Loveleſs ! 

Lovel. O, that were ſo odd a proof 

Ber. What ſhall I da more ?—eſteem you? 

Lovel. O, no-—worſe and worſe.—Can you be- 


hold a man, whoſe every faculty your attractions 


have engroſſed—whoſe whole ſoul, as by enchant. 
ment, you have ſeiz d on—can you ſee him trem- 
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ble at your feet, and talk of ſo poor a return as your 
eſteem ! | 

Ber. What more would you have me give to a 
married man ? | | 

Lovel. How doubly cruel to remind me of misfor- 
tunes ! | 
Ber. A . to be married to ſo 1 a 
woman as Amanda! | 

Lovel. I grant all her merit, but Glenth, now. 
ſce what you have done by talking of her—ſhe's here 
by all that's unjucky. a 

Ber. O Ged, we had both better get out of the 
way, for I ſhould feel as aukward to meet her as 
you. 

Lovel. Aye—but if I miſtake not, I ſee Townly 5 
coming this way alſo—T muſt ſee a little into this 
matter. (Steps afide. ) x 

Ber. O, if that's your intention I am no woman 
if I ſuffer en to 0 outdone in curioſity. 

[ Goes on ile ather ſide. 


Enter AMANDA. 


Aman. Mr. Loveleſs come home and walking on 
the lawn !—I will not ſuffer him to walk fo late, 
though perhaps it is to ſhew his negle& of me 
Mr. Loveleſs—ha Town again os 1 am per- 
ſecuted! 


Enter Towxlr. 


Town. Madam, you ſeem diſturbed! 
Aman. Sir, I have reaſon. To 
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© Town. Whatever be the cauſe, T would to Hear 
ven it were 1n my power to bear the pain, or to re- 
move the malady. 

Aman. Your interference can only add to "y diſ- 
treſfs. | 
Ton. Ah! kom, if it be the ſting of unre- 

quited love you ſuffer from, . ſeek for your remedy in 

revenge—weigh well the ſtrength and beauty of your 
charms, and rouſe up that ſpirit a woman ought to 
bear—diſdain the falſe embraces of a huſband—ſce 
at your feet a real lover—his zeal may give him 
title to your ys Ws his merit cannot claim 
your love! | 

Lovel. (Afide.) So, ſo, very 8 faith! 

Aman. Why do you preſume to talk to me thus ? 
—is this your friendſhip to Mr. Loveleſs ?—I per- 
eeive you will compel me at laſt to acquaint him with 
your treachery. 
T own; He IEP? not upbraid me if you 8 
deſerves it from me for he has not been more falſe 

to you, than faithleſs 8 
Aman. To you ! 6 | » 
Tocon. Yes, Madam; the lady fs on TO now 
deſerts thoſe charms which he was never worthy of, 
was mine by right; and I imagined too, by inclina- 
tion.—Yes, Madam, Berinthia, who ERR 

Aman. Berinthia !—impoſlible !— f | 

Town. *Tis true, or may I never merit your atten- 
tion. — She is the deceitful ſorcereſs who now holds 
your huſband's heart in bondage. 

Aman. I will not believe it. ** 
Town. By the faith of a true lover, I forak from 
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conviction ee very day I ſaw them together, and 
overheard— 
Aman, 8 Sir, I will not even kſten to ſuch 
ſlander—this is a poor device to work on my reſent- 
ment, to liſten to your inſidious addreſſes. No, Sir: 
though Mr. Loveleſs may be capable of error, I am 
convinced I cannot be deceived: ſo groſsly in him, as 
to believe what you now report; and for Berinthiag- 
you ſhould have fixed on ſome more probable perſon 
for my rival, than ſhe who is my relation, and my 
friend: for while I am myſelf free from guilt, I will 
never believe that love can beget injury, or confi- 
dence create ingratitule. 
Towne If I. do not prove this to you 
Aman. You never ſhall have an opportunity - from 
the artful manner in which you firſt ſhew'd yourſelf 
to me, I might have been led, as far as virtue per- 
mitted, to have thought you leſs criminal than unhap- 
py—but this laſt-unmanly artifice merits at once my 
reſentment and contempt... 5 Exit. 
Town, Sure there's divinity about her; and ſhe 
has diſpenſed ſome portion of honour's light to me : 
yet can TI bear to loſe Berinthia without revenge or 
compenſation ?—Perhaps ſhe is not ſo culpable as I 
thought her. I was miſtaken when 1 began to think 
lightly of Amanda's virtue, and may be in my.cen- 
ſure of my Berinthia.—Surely I love her ſtill; for IL. 
feel I ſhould be Or to find myſelf in the wrong. 
| | (Mo 


Eater . and Bramua, | 


Ber. Toug ſervant, Mr. Loveleſs. - 
| "Rs 
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Tovel. Vour ſervant, Madam. 

Ber. Pray, what do you think of this? 

Lovel. Truly, I don't know what to ſay. 

Ber. Don't you think we ſteal forth two con- 
temptible creatures ? 

Lovel. Why tolerable—ſo I muſt confeſs. 

Ber. And do you conceive it poſſible for you ever 
to give Amanda the leaſt uneaſfineſs again? 

Lovell. No, I think we never ſhould, indeed. 

Ber. We'—why, monſter, you don't pretend that 
I everentertain'd a thought. 
Towel. Why then, fincerely, and honeſtly, "TY 
thia, there is ſomething in my wife's conduct which 
ſtrikes me ſo forcibly, that if it were not for ſhame, 
and the fear of hurting you in her opinion, I ſwear 
I would follow her, confeſs my error, and wal: to 
her generolity for forgiveneſs. | 

Ber. Nay, prithee don't let your reſpeet for me 
prevent you; for as my ohject in trifling with you 
was nothing more than to pique Townly ; and as I 
perceive he has been actuated by a ſimilar motive, | 
you may depend on't I ſhall make 1 no ny of the 
matter to ham. 
Tovel. By no means Hon 1 end * 

may chooſe to paſs by his conduct without reſent- 
ment, how will he preſume to look me in vary ere 
again! . 

Ber. How will you 3 to oak him in the fiee 
again? 

Lovel. He—who has dared to attempt the honour 
of my wife ! 
Ber. You—wbo have dared to attempt the honour 
of his miſtreſs !—Come, come, be ruled by me who | 
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affect more levity than I have, and don't think of an- 
ger in this cauſe. A readineſs to reſent en is 
a virtue only in thoſe who are ſlow to injure. 
Lovel. Then I will be ruled by you—and 3 
you ſhall think proper to undeceive Townly, may 
your good qualities make as ſincere a convert of him, 
as Amanda's have of me. When truth's extended | 
from us, then we own the roba of: virtue is a a ſecret 
habit. 5 | | 8 
Could women but our ſecret e ſcan - 
Could they but reach the deep reſerve of man 
To keep our loye—they'd rate their virtue high 
They live together, and together die! | 
| | t | [Exits 


SCENE II. 
ir Tunbelly's Hoyſe. - 
Enter Miss Hovvpen, Nonss, apd V. FasHOx. 
+ Faf. This quick diſpatch of the chaplain's I 
take ſo kindly, it ſhall give him elaim to my favour ; 
as long as I live, I aſſure you. 
Miſs. And to mine too, I promiſe you. 
Nurſe. I moſt humbly thank your honours ; and 


may your children ſwarm about you, like bees about 


a honey-comb. | | 
Mi iſs. Tod with all my heart—the 1 more the mere 


rier, I ſay—ha Nurſe ? 


Ener Loar, taling v. Fasnion 2040 al. de. 
Ton. One word with you, for Heay' ns fake, | 


\ 
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7. Faſ. What the Devil's the matter? 
Tory. Sir, your fortune's ruined, if you are not 
married yonder's your brother, arrived with two 
coaches and ſix horſes, twenty footmen, and a coat 
Worth fourſcore pounds ſo judge a will become 
of your Lady's heart. | 

N Faf.. Is he in he houſe yet? 5 

gx No- they are capitulating with him at the 

gate Sir Tunbelly luckily takes him for an impoſtor, | 
and I have told him ng we "ag heard of this * ; 
before. 4 41 
-— Bf: That's right: {To Mito) My dear, TP 'E 
a a troubleſome bafineſs my man tells me of, but don't 

be frighten'd, we ſhall be too hard for the rogue. — 
Here's an impudent fellow at the gate (not knowing 
1 was come hither incognito) has taken my name 
upon him, in hopes to run away with you. 

Miſs. O the brazen-faced varlet, it's well we are 
married, or may-be we might never have been ſo. 

. Faſ. (Afide.) Egad, like enough. —Prithee, 
Nurſe, run to Sir Tunbelly, and ſtop him from going | 
to the gate before I ſpeak with him. 

Nurſe. An't pleaſe your honour, my Lady and I 
had beft lock ourſelves up till the danger be over. 

Y. Faſ. Do ſo, if you pleaſe. _ 

. Miſs. Not fo faſt—1 won't be lock'd up any more, 
now I'm married. 


Z. Faſ. Yes, Pray, m dear 7 il we have ird 


this raſcal. 


wy Nay, if you pay me, I'll do any thing. 

_ [Exit Miſs and Nurſe. 

8 Ff. '& To. Lom. ) Hark you, ſirrah, things 
are better than you imagine. The wedding's over. 
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Tory. ¶Aſide.) The Devil it is, Sir! | 

7. Faſ. Not a word—all's ſafe—but Sir Tunbelly 
don't know it, nor muſt not yet. So I am reſolved 
to brazen the buſineſs out, and have the pleaſure of 
turning the impoitor upon his REO which I be- 
heve may eaſily be done. 


Enter Sir TUNBELLY, and SERVANTS, R evith 


clubs , pitchſe orko, &c. 


. Faſ. Did you ever bear, Sir, of ſo impudent 
an undertaking ? 

Sir Tun. Never, by the Maſs—but we'll tickle 
him, I'll warrant you. 


T. Faſ. They tell me, Sir, he has a great many : 


ob with bim, diſguiſed like ſervants, 

Sir Tun. Ay, ay, rogues enow—but we have 
maſter's them. We only fired a few-ſhot over their 
heads, and the regiment ſcower'd in an inſtant.— 
Here, Tommas, bring in your priſoner. | 
T. Faſ. If you pleaſe, Sir Tunbelly, it will be 
beſt for me not to confront the fellow yet, till you 
have heard how far his impudence will carry him. 

Sir Tun. Egad, your Lordſhip is an ingenious 
perſon. Your Lordſhip then will pleaſe to ſtep 
aſide. 

Lory. ¶ Aſide. Fore Heaven 1 ial my maſ- 


ten? c modeſty. [Exeunt V. Faſhion and Lory. 


Enter "aj with Lokp Forrmoron, 


diſarmed. 


8 Tun. een him aeg, ay him 
along. | 
T. Fop. What the pax do you mean, N. 
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men? is it fair time that vou are n drunk before | 
fupper ?- ee | 

Sir Tun. Drunk, Gra tg s an impudent 
rogue for you. Drunk, or ſober, bully, I'm a Juſ- 
tice of the Peace, and know-how to deal with ſtrol- 
lers. | SHO e uz F $4344 

. Fop. Strollers! g 3 A 
Sir Tun. Aye, ſtrollers. Come, give an account 
of yourſelf.— What's your name? Where do you 
- - live? Do you pay ſcot and lot? Come, are 10 a” 
freeholder or a copyholder ? | 

I. Fep. And why doſt thou-aſk me _ n "BY 

313 queſtions? _ 

Sir Tun. Beeauſe I'll make you anſwer em ore : 

I have done with you, you raſcal, you. 

. Pop. Before Gad, all the anſwers I can be | 
to dem, is, that yo are a very pon 109 b 2 * | 
low,” ſtap my vitals ! | 

Sir Tun. Nay, if thou are for zolix wich Deny . 

Lieutenants, we know how to deal with you. 
Here, draw a warrant for him immediately. 

I. Fop. A warrant — What the Devil is't thou 
WO be at, old gentleman? 1 
Sir Tun. I would be at you, ſirrah, (if my PIP : 
were not tied as a Magiſtrate) and with theſe two 
double fiſts best . W down your _—_ you dog 
. Fop. And why would'l thou Fol my face at 
that rate: 

Sir Tun. For your aber to wh me of my tough | 


| ter; villain. 
IL. Fop. Rab thee of your daughter l our 4 + U 


| | ws to believe I am an bed and _ and that all 


N 
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this is but a dream. Prithee, old father, wilt Gow 
give me leave to aſk thee one queſtion ? 

Sir Tun. I can't tell whether I will or not, till f 
know what it is. 

L. Fop. Why then it is, becher thou didſt not 
write to my Lord n ep to come down and 
marry thy daughter ? 8 
Sir Tun. Yes, marry did L, and my Lord Fop: 

pington is come down, and ſhall marry my a ee 
before ſhe's a day older. 

Z. Fop. Now give me thy hand, old dad, I 
thought we ſhould underſtand one another at laſt. 

Sir Tun, 'This fellow's mad—here, bind him hand 


| and foot. [ They bind him. 
L. Fop. Nay, prithee Knight, leave fooling, thy 
jeſt begins to grow dull. 


Sir. Tun. Bind him, I ſay—he's mad—bread —_ 
water, a dark room, and a whip, may bring him to 
his ſenſes again. 

L. Fop. Prithee, Sir Tunbelly, why mould you 
take ſuch an averſion to the freedom of my addreſs, 
as to ſuffer the raſcals thus to {ſkewer down my arms 
like a rabbit? *Egad, if I don't waken quickly, by 
all that I can ſee, this is ike to prove one of the 
moſt impertinent dreams that ever I dreamt in my 


lifes: i: fs 1 1 4-614. [fe 


Enter Miss Hovpey and Nussx. 
Miſs. (Going up to him.) Is this he that would 
have run away with me? Fough ! how he ſtinks of 


ſweets !—Pray, tucker; let him * "OY thro? "they 
horſe-pond. | 
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L. Fop. Aide. This muſt be my miles by her- 
n inclination to her huſband. 
Mist. Pray, father, what do you. intend. 8554 
with him—hang him? t 
Sir Tun. That, at ſeaſt, child. 100 
' Nurſe. Aye, and it's &en too „ for him too... 
I. Fop. ( Afide.) Madame la Governante, I pre- 
ſume ; hitherto this appears to me to be one of the 
moſt extraordinary nt that ever man of er. 
match'd into. 
Sir Tun. What's become 4 my Im. daughter 3 2 
Miſs. He's juſt coming, Sir. 
I. Fep. (Afide.) My Lord 1—What Fa he 


mean by that now? 


Ms v. Fasmion wes 8 


K. . my * vital, Tam, now the dream's | 
6 

7. Faſ. Is this the oy Sir, that seed to. 
trick me of your daughter? 

Sir Tun. This is he, my Lond; bw FR N like? 
him? Ts not he a pretty fellow to get a fortune? 

7. Faſ. J find by his dreſs, he nen your: 
daughter might be taken with a beau... | 

Nie. O gemini! Is this a beau? Let me PR him 
again. Ha! I find a beau i is no ſuch ugly thing. 
neither. 

. Faſ. Egad, ſhell be in love with him preſent- 
ly.—Plle'en have him ſent away to gaol. T Oord 
Foppington.) Sir, though your undertaking ſhe wer 
you a perſon of no extraordinary modeſty, 1 ſuppoſe: 

you ba'n't confidence enough to expect much favour 


from me, 
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I. Fþ. Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very 
impudent fellow. 

Nurſe. Look; it the varlot has not the HO to 
call his n plain Thomas. 

Sir Tun. Come, is the warrant writ ? 

Chapl. Yes, Sir. 

L. Fop. Hold, one moment.—Pray, gentlemen ' 
my Lord Foppington, _ I beg one word with 
your Lordſhip 2 
- Nurſe.” O, ho, it's my Lord, with him now; ſee 
how afflictions will humble folks. 

Miſs. Pray, my Lord, don't let him whiſper too 
cloſe, leſt he bite your ear off. 

L. Fop. T am not altogether ſo hungry as your 
Ladyſhip is pleaſed to imagine. {To V. Faſhion.) 
Look you, Tam, I am ſenfible IJ have not been ſo 
kind to you as I ought, but I hope you'll forgive 
what's paſt, and accept of the five thouſand pounds 1 
offer. Thou may'ſt hve in extreme * with * 8 
ſtap my vitals ! 6 

2. Faſ. It's a much eaſier matter to prevent a ail. . 
| eaſe, than to cure it. A quarter of that ſum would 
have ſecured your miſtreſs, twice as much won't re- 
deem her. 5 85 [Leaving him. 

Sir Tun, Well, what ſays he? 

i Faſ. Only the raſcal offered me a bribe to let 
him go. 

Sir Tun. 3 he ſhall go, with a halter to uin 
lead on, Conſtable. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Sir ae 4 is Muſter Loveleſs, and Muſter Co- 
lonel Townly, and ſome ladies, to wait on you. 


a * — — 


Ws, 


402 A TRIP ro SCARBOROUGH, Act v. 


Lory. (Afrde. ) So, Sir, What will you do now? 
7. Faſ. Be quiet—they are in the plot. {To Sir 


Tunbelly.) Only a few friends, Sir Tunbelly, whom 


F'wiſh'd to introduce to yu. 
L. Fop. Thou art the moſt impudent fellow, Tam, | 
that ever Nature yet brought into the world. Sir- 


Tunbelly, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs, but theſe are my. 


friends and my gueſts, and they will ſoon inform 
thee, whether I am the true Lord Fanpingien or 
not. „ 


Euer LovgLEss, Tours, AmanDa, and 
| BerNTHIA. | 


. Faſ. 80, ee, this i is friendly, I rejoĩce 
to fee you... 
Town. My Lord, we are fortunate in n . 


| witneſs of your Lordſhip's happineſs. 


Tovel. But your Lordſhip will do us the en | 


to introduce us to Sir Tunbelly Clumſey ? 


Aman. And us to your Lady. 
I. Fop. Ged take me, but they are all in a by. ; 

Si, Tun. Gentlemen, you do me great honour; 
my Lord Foppington” s friends will ever be welcome 


to me and mine. 


. Faſ. My love, let me introduee you to theſe 5 
ladies. 
Mi. By goles, they look fo fine and fo Aif, E. 
am almoſt aſham'd to come nigh 'em. 
Aman. A moſt engaging lady, indeed! 
Miſs. Thank ye, Ma'am! 


5 Ber. And I doubt nat, will ſoon ditinguif 8 : 


ſelf in the Beau Monde. 
_ Miſe, Where is tat? 
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Y. Faſ. Vou'll ſoon learn, my dear. 

Lovel. But, Lord Foppington—— 

L. Fop. Sir! 

Lovel. Sir! I was not addreſſing myſelf to you, 


Sir; pray who is this gentleman? He ſeems rather in 


a ſingular predicament. 


Sir Tun. Ha, ha, ha!—So theſe are your friends 


and your gueſts, ha, my adventurer? 


L. Fop. 1 am ſtruck dumb with their impudence, 


and cannot poſitively ay whether I ſhall ever ſpeak. 
again or not. 


Sir Tun. Why, Sir, this modeſt ck want- 
ed to paſs himſelf upon me for Lord Foppington, and 


carry off my daughter. 
Lovel. A likely plot to ſucceed, truly, ha, ha! 


L. Fop. As Gad ſhall judge me, Loveleſs, I did 
not expect this from thee; come, prithee confeſs the 


| Joke; tell Sir Tunbelly that I am the real Lord Fop- 


pington, who yeſterday made love to thy wife; was 


honour'd by her with a ſlap on the face, and alter. 
ward pink'd through the body by thee, "x 7 


Sir Tun. A likely Bars truly, that a Peer wou d 


behave thus! 


TLovel. A curious fellow 3 that wou' d * { 
dalize the character he wants to aſſume; but what 


will you do with him, Sir Tunbelly ? 
Sir Tun. Commit him certainly, unleſs the bei 
and bridegroom chooſe ta pardon him. 


IL. #op. Bride and bridegroom !-—For Gad's. fake, 


Sir Tunbelly, *tis tarture to me to hear you. call em 
ſo. e 


have him call us? dog and cat! 


Miſs. Why, you ugly thing, what would you 


—— — . P -..„ 
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. Fop. By- no means, Miſs; for that ſounds ten 
times more like man and wife, than t'other. 
Sir Tun. A Precious rogue this, to come a wooing ! 


| > 


Der SERVANT. 


There are ſome more Sedthe folks below, to 
wat upon Lord Foppington. 

Toon. S'death, Tom, what will you do now? 

L. Foap. Now, Sir Tunbelly, here are witueſſes, 
who-I believe are not corrupted. - 

Sir Tun. Peace, fellow !—Would your Lordſhip 
chooſe to have your gueſts ſhewn Barts or ſhall wed 
wait till we come to em? 

2. Faf. J believe, Sir Tunbelly, we had better 
not Tu theſe WN here yet; Sad, all muſt out! 
| LAſide. 

Zobel Confeſs, i we'll ſtand by you. 

. Fop. Nay, Sir Tunbelly, I inſiſt on your call. 
ing evidence on both ſides, and if I do not prove that 
"0m an impoſtor—— © 
T. Faſ. Brother, I will fave you the Lode, by 
now confeſſing, that I am not what I have paſſed 
- myſelf for; — Sir Tunbelly, 1 am a gentleman, and 
F flatter myſelf a man of character; but 'tis with 

great pride I aſſure, Tam not Lord Foppington. 

Sir Tun. Oun's !—what's this !—an impoſtor ! 

a cheat !—fire and faggots, Sir !—if you are not 
| Lord Foppington, who the Devil are you? 
T. Faſ. Sir, the beſt of my condition is, I am 
your ſon-in-law, and the worſt of it is, I am n brother 
to that noble Peer. 

L. Fop. Impudent to the laſt ” | 

Sir Tun. My ſon-in-law ! Not yet, I hope? 


Aer v. A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH. 4 

Z. Faſ. Pardon me, Sir, thanks to the goodneſs | 
of your Chaplain, and the Kind offices of this old 
. gentlewoman. 

Lory. "Tis true, 6 Sir; T gave your 6 
ter away, and Mrs. Nurſe, here, was clerk. 

Sir Tun. Knock that raſcal. down |—But ſpeak, 
Jezabel, how's this? 

Nurſe. Alas, your honour, forgive me 1—T have 
been CITY bo in this buſineſs as well as you; 
your Worſhip knows, if the wedding dinner had been 
ready, you would have a= her away with your own 


hands. 


Sir Tun. But how aurſl you do this without ace 
quainting me ! 


. Nurſe. Alas, if your Worſhip had ſeen how the 
poor thing begg'd and pray'd, and clung and twin'd * 


about me like ivy round an old wall, you would ſay I 


who had nurs'd it and rear'd it, muſt have had a 
heart of tone to refuſe. it. 

Sir Tun. Oung! I ſhall go mad! Unlooſe my 
Lord there, you ſcqundrels ! Pied 

L. Fop. Why, when theſe gentlemen are at lei- 
| ſure, 1 ſhou'd be glad to congratulate you on your 
ſon-in-law, with a little more freedom of addreſs. - 
Miß. Egad, though don't ſee which is to be 

my huſband, after all. 

Lovel. Come, come, Sir Tunbelly, a man of your 
underſtanding muſt perceive, that an affair of this 
kind is not to be mended by anger and reproaches. 
Town. Take my word for it, Sir Tunbelly, you 
are only tricked into a ſon- in law you may be proud 
of; my friend, Tom Faſhion, is as honeſt a fellow 
as ever breath'd. | 
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| 2 That he is, depend on't, and will hunt or 
Arink with you moſt affectionately; be 5 old 
5 boy, and forgive them. | 

Sir Tun. Never the huſſey hen I had ft my 
Heart on getting her a title! | 

T. Fop. Now, Sir Tunbelly, that I am untruſs'd, 
give me leave to thank thee for the very extraordi- 
nary reception I have met with in thy damn'd, exe- 
'crable manſion, and at the ſame time to aſſure you, 
that of all the bumpkins and blockheads 1 have had 
the misfortune to meet with, thou art the moſt obſti- 
nate and egregious, ſtrike me ugly! | 
Sir Tun. What's this !—Ouns! 11 believe you are 

| both rogues alike! 

L. Fop. No, Sir Tunbelly, thou wilt find to thy 
unſpeakable mortification, that I am the real Lord 
Foppington, who was to have diſgraced myſelf by an 
alliance with a clod ; and that thou haſt match'd thy 
girl to a beggarly younger. brother of mine, whoſe 
We deeds might be contained in thy tobacco- box. 
Sir Tun. Puppy, puppy !—I might prevent their 
being beggars if I chooſe it; for I could give 'em as, 
good a rent-roll as your Lordſhip. _. 

Town. Well ſaid, Sir Tunbelly. 
I. Fop. Aye, old fellow, but you will not do it; 


for that would be acting like a 2 and thou 


art a thorough barbarian, ſtap my vitals. 
Sir Tun. Udzookers! Now ſix ſuch wg more, 
and III forgive them directly. 

Tovel. Slife, Sir Tunbelly, you N * it, 
and bleſs yourſelf ;- ladies what ſay you ? 

Aman. * * r you muſt conſent. 
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Ber. Come, you as been young yourſelf, Sir 

Tunbelly. 5 

Sir Tun. Well then, 1 PT I wi but turn 
that ſneering Lord out, however; and let me be re- 
venged on ſomebody : but firſt, look whether I am a 
| barbarian, or not; there, children, I join your hands, 
-and when I'm in a better humour, I'll give you my 
bleſſing. „ 

T.ovel. Nobly done, Sir Tunbelly; ; and we ſhall 

ſee you dance at a grandſon's wedding, yet. | 

Miſs. By goles though, I don't underſtand this 3 

what, an't I to be a lady after all? only plain Mrs. 

— at's my huſband's name, Nurſe? | 

_ Nurſe. Squire Faſhion. 
Miſs. Squire, is he ?—Well, that's better "0 
vothing. 

IL. Fop. Now will I put on a Philoſaphic : air, and 
ſhew theſe people, that it is not poſſible to put a man 
of my quality out - of. countenance. Dear, Tam, 

ſince things are thus fallen out, prythee give me leave 
to wiſh thee joy; I do it de bon coeur, ſtrike me 
dumb ! You have married into a family of great po- 
liteneſs and uncommon elegance of manners; and 

your bride appears to be a lady beautiful in perſon, 
modeſt in her deportment, refined in her ſentiments, 
and of nice morality, ſplit my windpipe. 

. iſe. By goles, huſband, break his bones, if he 

R calls me names. | 

Y. Faſ. Your Lords p may — up your ſpirits 
with your grimace, if you pleaſe, I ſhall ſupport mine 

by Sir Tunbelly's favour, with this lady, and three 

: thouſand pounds a year. . 


Ls wh Wel, adieu, Tam; 1 I kiſs your 
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. ; Sir Tunbelly, I ſhall now quit thy den, but 
while J retain my arms, I ſhall remember thou art a 
' ſavage, ſtap my vitals ! | [Extt. 
Sir Tun. By the maſs, tis well he's gone, for I 
ſhould ha*.been provok'd by and by, to ha' dun'un 
a miſchief ;—Well, if this is a Lord, I think Hoy- 
den has luck o' her fide, in troth ! 

Town. She has, indeed, Sir Tunbelly, but I hear 
the fiddles; his Lordſhip, Ik now, had provided *em. 

' Lowel. O, a dance, and a 2 Sir Tunbelly, 
by all means. 

Sir Tun. I had forgot the company N ; well, 
what—we muſt be merry then, ha ?—and dance and 
drink, ha?—Well, fore George, you ſhan't ſay I do 
things by balves ; ſon-in-law there looks like a hearty 
rogue, ſo we'll have a night of it; and which of theſe 
gay ladies will be the old man's partner, ha ?!—Ecod, [ 
don't know how I came to be in fo good a humour. 

Ber. Well, Sir Tunbelly, my friend and I both 
will endeavour to keep you ſo; you have done a ge- 
nerous action, and are entitled to our attention; and 
if you fhou'd be at a loſs to divert your new gueſls, 
we will aſſiſt you to relate to them the plot of your 
daughter's marriage, and his, Lordſhip's deſerved 
mortification, a ſubject which, perhaps, may afford 
no bad evening's entertainment, 

Sir Tun. *Ecod, with all my heart ; though I am 
a main bungler at a long ſtory. 

Ber. Never fear, we will affiſt you, if the tale is 
judged worth being repeated ; but of this you may 
be .affured, that while the intention 1s evidently to 
pleaſe, Britiſh auditors will ever wy indulgent to the 


errors of the performance. 


